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Where Sergeant Saturn, Space-P/^ets and Kiwis Meet 


D o you kiwis have the remotest idea 
how large the mail sack is for CAP- 
TAIN FUTURE? Well, I’ll tell 
you. It’s BO large that I can’t cram a tenth 
of the monthly mail into the Under Obser- 
vation hatch. So the old Sarge wants to 
apologise to you pec-lots whose letters 
don't see print and to ask you to write again 
~at often as you like. You can rest assured 
that no less than three senior astrogators 
read ’em. Pretty soon I’ll have to start an 
acknowledgment column for letters that I 
can't get around to printing. 

By all the space imps. I’ll do just that 
If the mail gets any heavier. 

Okay, start licking your chops, you little 
beasts. Here’s as juicy a communique to 
start this month’s bean-bag of conversation 
as the old Sarge ever saw. It’s a letter 
from Edmond Hamilton, so all you space 
apes who’ve been calling him names better 
jump behind an asteroid as he starts spray- 
ing the ether with a proton gun. 


A CHAT WITH FUTURE 

By Edmond Hamllfon 


I thought maybe I ought to writ* you about 
a talk I had with Captain Future the other nieht. 

What's that — do I talk with Captain Future? 
Bur* I do 1 Where else do vou suppose T learned 
the details of all hl.» udventuree, If not from Curt 
Newton himself? 

How does he manage to talk with me. when 
he'e far In the future from my own time? Well, 
as nearly as I can flgure it out. he projects an 
achronio psycho-boam back along the time- 
dimension. It Just happen* that I’tn able to pick 
up this mental message, and that’s why In; relies 
on mo to toll his exploits to our own iwmiicth 
century. Of course, some people Insist tliat I just 
Imagine he sends those messagee, and that 1 
make It all up In my own mind. Rut I know 

Anyway, the last time I heard from Captain 
Future. I inusliu'ed up courage and shot a ques- 

I asked him. "Couldn't j'ou he a little r 
ipcclttc about some of these sclentiflc r ' 
you talk about? A number of people \vl 
about your exploits woiild like to have s 
these things explained in more detail." 

"For inetance?" ho shot back. 

"Well, for Inscaoi'o. vi-ui refer to something 
called ‘an lonoscopc,' " I lold him. "Tou tell me 
ll’.s an liisirumcnf Ih.at can pick up n rocket- 
ship’s space-trad by detecting its ionlxcd dis- 
charge. But you don't tell how the ionorcope 




"Why, that’s .simple," Curt assured n 


’’An 


“Tis 


lnnoai;ope simply consls(r< nf four matched Wol- 
. ... .-j ij, between 

"• I begged. "That doesn’t 

mean an.vtbing to me. I don't know wh.it a Wol- 
lensl electro-lens or a. Rradhy niter arc." 

"Of course, you don’t," Im retoiteil. "Those 
Instruments haven't, even 
every detail of my own sclenic to 
of your age couldn't understand t 
I'oiild you explain to one of the I’ili 
Just how a radio works? Vou (o 
what the radio did, hut could you ii 
ilerstand how It did ll? " 

'X guess not," I ndiulttad. 

"No more can T expl.ain the dcta.1 

Captain Future declared. 

”1 can iindBrstand that,’’ I at 
there’s ono other thing aon 
Why Is It you don’t make u 
of the swell scientific woi 
your past exploits? T.lke 
vice you took off U1 Quom, a,,.. 

Izer you took away from the Space Emperor." 

"Holy .'‘pace-imps. I’d have lo have a Hhlp ten 
miles long to carry around all that stuff wtiorcver 
1 go’’' Curt exclaimed, "And I wouldn’t take 
them, even then. Ton see, those wenpons and 
inventions arc loo dangerous for the System even 
to know about. Thni'.B why f wrested them 
sway from their pi»-sseHsorB. That’s why I keep 
'em locked up In the frophy-liall of our Mcfon- 
laboratory. where nobody will gel his hand.s on 
them and use them to blow ihings apart. And 
they’re going to stay there where they’ro safe. 

"One more queatlon," ! begged, as I sensed he 
was iihont to sign off. ’'There’s ■ another chap 
somewhere around > -uu* Hfio, wdio seemH to be 

exploits, and ailvenlurcs. Ne oalla hirneelf Ser- 
geant .Saturn, fml yen ever hear of him?" 

"Sergeaiil Saturn?" CiiiJtaiii Future laughed. 


fcjarthman, ' 


3 heard of h 


t of tl 


a bibulous ohl 


drink he Invented called Xeno, and then goes out 
and tells gorgeous lies uhoiil hks expeilciu'ea In 
space. But ai’ound the spacemen’s Jointa from 
here to Pinto, they still ssy that, nobody ever 
lived who could stretch the truth like Sergeant 
Saturn." 


Well, you Frog-eyes can come out from 
back of that nebula now. Of all the kind- 
est-hearted men I ever knew, Edmond 
Hamilton takes the braEs-bound gobboon 
of the Spacemen’s Caf£. Here he let you 
little monsters off with a pat on the head — 
or whatever that protuberance is called 
that holds your wart ears apart — and then 
slips a proton ring over my nose just to 
give you pee-lots a laugh. 

Okay, laugh then, and remember HamiU 

(Continued on page 12) 
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Uncle Sam. 

FIRST SIGNALS 





e with 
o lock 

;h'^ S? a*K"v‘; 

you to keep order among the specimens. 

Well, bless my soul, here's a flash from 
the southern end of the Dark Continent. 
Sharpen your eye-teeth on this tidbit. CAP- 
TAIN FUTURE certainly gets around. 

FUTURE IS GOOD 

By Edward Martins De Witt 




And I’ll bet you didn’t pick your name 
out of an English directory. Which re- 
minds me, you folks down there can be 
mighty proud of coming that name "Com- 
mando.” Your modern namesakes in Britain 
are certainly carrying on a great fighting 
tradition. 

We’ll now pass the geographical dice to 
a U. S. Marine who has fired a previous 
rocket flare in this department. 


LODESTONE 

D. SUVTHE eo. Box T, NEWARK. N 

(•SONG POEMS WANTED 



••nm THAT UUT •HOT*' 
wMi llw 

.MARINES 



MOVE WITH THE MARINES 
By PFC D. W. Sh«w 


Read the article 

land, and thought I'd drop you 
the data of my location at preee 
good old U.‘' ' — '■ — 




data a 


1 the 


hack in 

(thank goodneas) and hope to 
a .Ittle while. Tho Marines are 
' '■ give you any 


'S’ll be 

I received two swell letters from a couple of 
my "nrrURBMEN" pala, and was sure sur- 
prised to see rriy letter In your magaxlne. 

The story <HAT>T.,T'S COMET) I thought was 
very very enod. tnalniy becau.su the explanations 

thoroiife'hly uxpUIncX The cheraoter I get the 


with 1 


n Ohio and Tex 


n, If he Is 


ss,- 


Kiwi, you certainly do get around your- 
self, and the old Sarge ia mighty glad to 
learn you've heard from a couple of Future- 
men. And what you say about the gals is 
so true that the old Sarge goes to bed 
every night to dream about the pleasant 
future of Captain Future. When we get 
all the gals space-minded they'll be angels. 
Nope, I don't mind, they'll just be up in 
the air. I mean they'll be educated to a 
distinct and distinguished field of fiction. 
When you are ordered to the outpost sta- 
tion on Neptune, let me know. I've got 
the telephone numbers of a couple of Nep- 
tunian cuties who — hey 1 What am I 
saying? 

(Continued on page 118) 
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP 


By EDMOND HAMILTON 

Carried Far Outside the SDiar ^dern and wrecked on a Voicanic Pianetdd in Company with a 
Shipioad cf Coixiemned Crirrinais Captain Future Faces the Surpreme Ted cf His Couragd 
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP 


CHAPTER I 


Prison Ship 

S HE liad been a proud sliip once, a splendid 
sliining liner rocketing between tire planets 
with laughter and music and happiness aboard. But 
that had been years ago. T onight she lay grim and 
black in her dock at New York spacepoil, somberly 
waiting to cany damned souls to tlieir place of 
punislnnent. 

Her name was the Vulcan and she was the 
famous prison-sliip of tire Planet Pahol. Once a 
year', she went out tlirough the worlds upon a 
fatefiil voyage. At each world, criminals sentenced 
to life imprisomnent came aboard her. The end of 
die vo\uge was at the grim, gray Interplanetary 
Prison on Cerberus, moon of Pluto. 

Men in piuple-shiped convict dress were 
shuffling now under die laypton lights' blue glare 
toward the looming black hidl. They were a motley 
crew of vicious, liardened criminals- mostly hard- 
faced Eardnnen. but a few green-sldmied \'enusians 
and red Martians. 

The\' were guarded b\' \igilant. armed officers in 
die black ludfoim of the Planet Padol. 

girl who also wore diat black luufoiin stood 
luider die lights near the slup, shaldng her dark 
head at her tall, redliaired male companion. 

"1 have to go, Cml," she was protesting. "The 
Pad'ol is shoit-handed because of that trouble on 
Mercury. .And tiiese criminals must be well- 
girarded for tiiey're die most dangerous lot in die 
System. " 

"But to send a girl as a guard-officer on tliat hell- 
sliip!" exclaimed the tall, redliaired young man 
angrily. "Yom Coriiniandermustbe crazy." 

Joan Randall, slim and dark and youtlifirl in her 
black jacket and slacks, was distractingly prett\' in 
her reseritfid denial. 

"You talk as tiiough 1 were a simpering 
debutante who had never been off Eartii before," 
she said indignandy. "Haven't 1 been working for 
die Padol for foiu' years?" 

Curt Newton objected. "You've been in the 
Secret Serwice section of the Patrol. That's different 
from guarding a lot of hellions on a prison slup." 

His lean, space-bronzed face wus sober with 
anxiety, and Ids clear' gi'ay eyes had a worried fiown 


in them as he expostulated with the girl. 

He did not often wuriy about danger, tlus 
brilliant adveritmer and scientific wizard wiiorii tire 
wiiole System knew as Captain Eutme. To lurn and 
Ids tlu'ee conuades, the famous futmeriieri, danger 
wore a familiar face. The\' liad met it comitless 
times in their star-roving quests to far worlds, in 
their ceaseless crusade against die master-crindnals 
of the System. 

B ut danger to Idmself was to Curt a very 
different tldrig than a danger that 
dueateried tlds girl he loved. Tliat wus why die tall, 
redlieaded planeteer bent toward her in a final 
earnest appeal. 

"I've got a prenioidtion about tlds voyage. Joan. 
.A limicli, you can call it. 1 don't want you to go." 

Her brown eyes laughed up at Idiii. "You're 
getting jumpy as a Satimdan sliadow-cat, Cmt. 
There's no danger. (!)m' ciindnals will be tightly 
locked up until we reach Cerberus." 

There came a startling intenuption. It wus the 
sudden sluieking of one of the convicts wiio were 
being marched into die sldp. 

He was a ndddle-aged Earduiian, with a mass of 
iron-gray hair falling disorderedly about Ids 
liaggard widte face and tenor-dilated eyes. 

"You're taldng me to deadi!" he was screaming 
wildly, stnrggling with the mdfoniied guards. 
"There's death on that sldp!" 

There was sonieddng peculiarly distmbing about 
die wild face and crazy screams. But die alert 
Planet Patrol officers girarding the line of shuffling 
comicts qidckly hiuried the struggling prisoner 
aboard. 

Joan Randall's fine eyes had pit\' in them. "That's 
Rollinger - you remember. Doctor Jolni Rollinger 
of .American Urdversift’. " 

Captain Eutme nodded thoirghtfidly "The 
bioplu'sicist wiio killed Ids colleague last riioridi? 1 
thoirght Ids attorneys pleaded insardty?" 

"They did," die girl answered. "They claimed 
Rollinger's ndnd w'as wiecked by an 
enceplialograpldc expeiinient he carried too far. But 
the prosecution claimed he was shamndrig. He got 
life on Cerberus. " 

".And you're going on a vov'age of w’eeks with 
scores of otiiers like tliat hondcidal inardac!" Curt 
Newton said, with deepened dismay. "Some of 
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tliem worse! I've seen tire prisoner-list. ICiin Ivan, 
tire Martian space-pirate. Morenios. tlrat poisonous 
\’enusian niiuder-iing leader. Boraboll the Uraniair, 
tire wiliest trickster iir the System — aird dozens 
more. Joan. I won't let yon do it! " 

Joan shook her dark head stubbornly. "It's too 
late to argne about it irow. .All die prisoners are 
aboard. We take off in five rninrrtes." 

.A voice came fiorn tire darbiess beliind diem - 
a sightly lussing voice that was oddly alien in 
timbre. 

"Wliafs die matter. (!diief? it asked Cmt. 
"Haven't you talked reason into her j-'et?" 

It was Odio, one of die tlu'ee Futiumen. He and 
Grag and the Brain were advancing into the circle 
oflight. 

The dnee Firtmemen made a spectacle so 
sdange that many people would liave recoiled fi'om 
dieiii in tenor. But Joan was too well acpointed 
with diese tln ee loyal comrades of Cmt, to see any 
sdangeness about them. 

Odio, the android, was perliaps die most himian- 
looking of die dnee. He looked, indeed, iiiirch like 
an ordinary man except tliat Ids lithe bod\' had a 
curiously rubbery, boneless appearance, and Ids 
chalk-widte face and slanted gr'eeri eyes held a 
snperhmnari devilh"},' and mocking liimior. Odio 
was a man - but a s\iidietic man. He had been 
created in a laboratory, long ago. 

Grag, die robot, liad been created in tliat same 
laboratory, in the long-dead past. But Grag liad 
been made of metal. He w^as a gigantic, manlike 
metal figiue, seven feet Idgh. His metal torso and 
limbs Idrited Ids colossal sdengtli. But die sdange 
face of Ids bulbous metal head, with its gleaming 
photoelecdic eyes and mechardcal loudspeaker 
voice-orifice, gave no sign of the intelligence and 
loyalty of Ids complex mechardcal brain. 

The Brain, tldrd of the Futmeriieri, was by far 
the sdangest. A'et he had been an ordinary liimian. 
once. He had been Simon Wright, brilliant, aging 
Eardi scientist. D\irig of an incmable ailment, 
Wright's living brain liad been removed fiorn Ids 
human bod\' and fi'ansfened into a special serum 
case in widch it still lived, drought and acted. The 
Brain now’ resembled a square box of fi'ansparent 
metal. Upon one face of it were Ids protruding lens- 
like eyes and rrdcrophordc ear's and speech 
apparatus. From compact generators irrside the case 
jetted the magnetic tractorbeariis tliat enabled die 
Brain to glide swiftly tlu ough die air and to liandle 


objects and tools. 

I THOUGHT," Odio was saying to Captain 
Futme, "tliat we came on tlds rush trip to 
Eaidi to stop Joan from going on tlds crazy 
assigimient." 

"We did, but we might a well liave stayed at 
home on the Moon." Cmt said disgustedly. "She's 
as imde-headed as - as — " 

"As a mule," Joan firdshed for Idni, widi a laugh. 
Grag stepped forward. The giant metal robot 
sudderdy picked up Joan in Ids mighty arms as 
dioiigh she were a doll. 

"Do you w'arit rue to keep her here, Cldef?" he 
asked Captain Eirtiu'e in Ids deep, booming voice. 

"Grag, you put rue down!" stormed die girl. 
"Cmt, if you try to keep me here by force 

"Put her down, Grag," gi'owded Captain Eutme. 
"You can reason with a Jovian marsh-elepliant or a 
Urardan cave-bear' - but not with a wx'iiian." 

An elderly officer in die black urdfoim of the 
Patrol was hunying toward them fi'oiii the black 
sldp. His grizzled face and bleak old eyes lit with 
pleasiu'e as he recogrdzed Curt and die Putmenien. 

"Come to see us off Cap'll Eutme?" he asked. 
"■Wliere's yom Corr&?'' 

Marshal Ezra Gimiey, veteran officer of the 
Planet Patrol, was refeiiing to the famous litde sldp 
of he Putmenien. Cmt answered by waving Ids 
liand tow’ard the distant, lighted pinnacle of 
Govenmient Tower. 

"The Card's up diere on the tower landing- 
deck. And we didn't come to see you off I came to 
dissuade Joan from going." .A bell rang sharply 
fiorn the big black sldp tliat loomed into die 
darkness nearby. 

"Nearly take-off dine!" warned Ezi'a Gimiey. 
"Better say yoiu' goodbyes, Joan." 

Joan's brown eyes danced as she kissed Ciu't 
qrdcldy. "Por once," she laughed, "it's / wiio am 
going to space widle you stay beldnd and worry, 
instead of die otiier way around." 

Cmt Newton could not smile. He held her, loath 
to let her go. 

"Joan, w’on't you listen 

"Of course I'll listen - when I get back fiorn 
Cerberus!" die girl cried gaily, slipping out of Ids 
detaiidng gi'asp and lunrdng after Ezra toward the 
sldp. "See you tiieii. Curt!" She and the widte- 
liaired old marshal reached die gangway. .A final 
wuve of her hand, and she disappeared into the 
black vessel. "Why dicbit you let me hold her back. 
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Cliief?" demanded Grag. "You've got to tieat 
women rough." 

"Listen to Grag - now he's setting up to give 
ad\ice to the lovelorn!" exclaimed Ohio 
witheiingh'. 

Cmt Newlon paid no attention to the argiunent 
that instanth' developed. Grag and Ohio were 
always arguing, usualh' about wliich of them was 
die most nearh' hmnan. He didn't even hear them, 
now. 

His eyes were upon the Vulcan. The last officers 
were going aboard. The bridge-room up at fire nose 


would go wTong now. 

But Cmt couldn't erqiel foreboding fiom liis 
mind. The Vulcan tliis time was carrying the largest 
and most desperate cargo of con\icts it had ever 
taken. There were men aboard it who would Idll 
mereh' for pleasur e, let alone to prevent their being 
taken out to the grim living death of Interplanetary 
Prison. And Joan Randall was one of fire girards of 
diose hmnan tigers! 

C URT NEWTON reached decision, swiftly 
as he alwa'N’s did. He wonlcbit let Joan take 
such cliances. If she insisted on going, tiien - 



s. 


CAPTAIN FUTURE 


of tire long hirll Irad sprung into light. Dock-liands 
were liastih' knocking out tire holding-pins. 

The vessel, with it h eight of scores of dangerous 
criminals, was about to take off on its long voyage. 
It w'ould zigzag out tiuough the Solar System for 
weeks, stopping at each planet to pick up more 
sentenced men. It would be a long time before it 
returned fiom tiie somber voyage. 

There wus notlung to w'orry about. Captain 
Futiu'e told lurnself earnesth'. The slip had made 
tills voyage to Cerberus many times before, and 
notliing had ever gone wrong. Smely notliing 


"I'm going, too!" Captain Future said suddenly. 
He plunged towurd the gangway of the slip. Over 
lus shoulder he called to lus astonished comrades, 
"Take tiie Cotitef back to the Moon and wuit for 
me!" 

The gangway was already being drawii in. But 
the Patrol officers inside halted it as tiiey saw 
Captain Future racing towurd them. 

The rangy-, red-liaired planeteer raced up the 
metal gangway and stood pantingly inside the 
airlock. The Patrol men looked at luiii amazedly. 

"It's all light," Cmt laughed. "I'm going with 
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yoii, tliis tiip. There's no objection, is there?" 

"Objection?" The swartliy young Merciuian 
lienteirant flushed with pleasiu'e. "Objection to you 
coining along? I'll say tirere isn't! " 

His eyes were sparkling with excitement. To tins 
young lieutenant, as to most space-men. Ciut 
Newton w’as an idolized hero. 

"I'll inform Captain Theron fliat you and the 
Futuiemen are aboard, sir." he told Curt eagerly. 

"That I and the Futiu'emen?" Ciut repeated, 
turning swiftly. In Are airlock w’ere Oflro and big 
Grag and Are calmly poised Brain. 

"Wliat Are devil!" exploded Captain Futiue. "I 
told you to go back to Are Moon with the Corr^. " 

"The Can^," OAio answered coolly, "is safe 
enough, locked up atop Govenunent Tower. We're 
going with you. You're not going to leave us sitting 
on the Moon, twiddling oiu thimibs and waiting for 
you." 

"Tltis is wiiat wximen get you into," giowied 
Grag gloomily. "Now we're stuck on tliis craft for 
w’eeks." 

"It is ceitaiiAy amioying that I slrall have to 
spend all tlrat time in a sltip tliat does not even have 
a decent research laboratory," said Are Braiir soiuly 
in Iris raspiirg. irretallic voice. 

Captaiir Futiue was irot deceived b\' Areir 
gnunbhirg. He brew’ tlrat it was lo\'alty to liiirrself 
that had irrade the Futiueirreir instairtly follow Iriirr. 

The tie betweeir liiirrself and the tluee strange 
conuades w^as old and deep. It went back to Iris 
infanc\'. For wiren Iris own parents had met death in 
their laboratory-dwelling on the lonely Moon, it 
w'as Arese Au’ee strange beings who had become Iris 
foster-parents. 

The Brain, who had been liis dead father's 
colleague in research; the robot, who had been 
created as an eiqreiinient b\' the tw'o colleagues; and 
Are android, wdro had been sinrilarly created — Arese 
tluee had flrst been Cmf s tutors and guardians, and 
Aren Iris comrades in Are crusading adventmes 
wlriclr had won liiirr Are name of Captain Futiue. 
They had followed Iriiri faithflilly to far stars and 
worlds. They w^ere following Iriiri now. 

"Oil, all light," Ciut said, dissimulating Iris 
feelings. "But you'll And Aris a prett\' dull voyage. " 

"I wonder?" replied the Brain. Iris strange lens- 
eyes Axed AroughtflAly on Ciufs face. 

The Vulcan suddenly huched upward with a roar 
of biusting rocket-tubes. They churg to stanclrions 
as the sltip took off. Swiftly, it screamed up tluough 


EaiAr's atmosphere into the vast and shoreless sea 
of space. 

The yoiuig Merciuian lieutenant staffed wiAr 
Areirr Auough the sltip towurd the biidge-room. As 
Arey left Are airlock, Arey met Joan Randall. Her 
jaw di'opped ludicrously at sight of them. Then her 
eyes grew stormy. 

"You came along! As though I were a baby wiro 
needed watclting over! (liut Newtoir, I w'on't stand 
for it!" 

" .Aflaid you'll have to, darling." giiiured Ciut. 
"We're alread\' at least ten Arousand miles away 
flour Earth." 

She wus still protesting indignantiy as they went 
forward tluough Are mid-deck of the sltip. Tltis wus 
Are prison-cell deck. .Along its main conidor were 
the barred doors of scores of cells, from beltirrd the 
bars, convicts glared like caged w’olves a they 
passed. 

A SQUAT. e\il-faced Jovian in one of the 
cells set up a roar as he saw Ciut and Iris 
comrades pass. 

"It's Captain Eutiue, mates!" he shouted. "He's 
aboard!" A raging tiunult instantly arose. Tlueats. 
maledictions, oaArs, were hiuled at Are futiuerirren 
as Arey passed along the corridor. 

Not a criminal in the System but Irad good 
reason to hate Are name of Captain futiue. He had 
sent many an evil-doer out to Are gray inferno of 
Interplanetary Prison to wlriclr Arese men were 
destined. 

The tiunult rose. The senseless sluieks of the 
madman Rollinger added weirdly to it. Captain 
futiue's bronzed face wns coolly irnpertiubable as 
he strode along. He seemed lurawure of Are raging 
voices. Then as he glimpsed a sudden flash of 
rrroi'errrerrt beside Itirrr, he yelled a wanting. 

"Look out - yoiu pistol!" he cried to the 
Merciuian lieutenant. 

.A \'errusiarr comict in one of the cells had 
hiuled out Auoirgh Iris barred door a little noose 
improvised florrr Iris belt. The loop Irad settied 
aroiurd the Itilt of the Merciuian lieutenant's belt- 
w’eaporr. The \'errusiarr tirgged hard, snatclting the 
atom-pistol tow'ard Itimself as futiue shouted. 

Captain futiue spiur and clrarged that cell-door 
with supeririurrarr speed. The \'errusiarr had got the 
pistol into Iris hands. His blazing black eyes looked 
over its sights at Ciut, with deadly piupose. 

Ciut ducked and fliurg up Iris hand in an oddly 
slicing gestiue at the convict's arm. The crash of 
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blasting wliite fire from the atom-pistol grazed over 
Iris head and fused a patch in the metal ceiling. 

Next moment. Ciut liad got hold of the 
\’eniisian's arm tlnongh fire bars and had wienched 
hard. The giur clattered to fire floor. He picked it up 
and grimly retimied it to the scared young 
Merciuian lienteirant. 

"Next time, keep yoiu' holster buttoned when 
yon walk tlnongh tins for conidor." Ciut advised 
liiin meaningly. 

"Next time I'll get yon, Fiitine!" liissed fire 
Venusian convict, musing Iris wienched aim and 
glaring Iris hatred tlnongh the bars. 

"Ifs that devil, Moremos," vohurteered the 
shaken yoiuig Patrol officer. "(Duly he would liave 
fiionght of a trick like tliat. " 

"Oil, Cint - 1 wish yon liacbr't come," breafired 
Joan. Her brown eyes w^ere shadow’ed by di'ead. 
"The\' all hate yon so teiiibly " 

Raging tlueats w^ere following Ciut Newton and 
the ofiiers as they went on along the prison-deck. 
But the bellowing order of a huge Martian in one of 
fire cells put a period to fire tiunnlt. 

"Silence, yon space-sciun!" roared the big 
scaiTed-face red convict. "Yon hear? ICrm Ivan 
orders it." 

The uproar quieted almost magically. It was as 
though all the convicts recognized anfirorit}' in the 
notorious Martian pirate's conunand. 

But one voice remained luiqnieted. The luicaruiy 
sluiek of Jolui Rollinger still reached their ears as 
fiiey left file prison-deck. 

"There's death here ! " the mad Ear tlunan was still 
screaming. "1 tell you there's death on tliis sliip! " 


CHAPTER 11 


stacked 


THE Vulcan was no 
more fiian a billion miles 
fi'orn Neptiuie when the 
l|real trouble came. 

Eor man\' days, the 
Bblack sliip liad droned out 
Itluongh the System on a 
! zig-zag coiuse. .At Mars. 
[ Jupiter, Satimi and Uranns 
I it liad stopped, to pick np 
I more sentenced criminals. 
H Now, with more than tw'o 
iiiuidred convicts aboard, 
it headed for Neptiuie, the 
last stop before reacliing Pinto and file prison 
moon. 

Nofiung luitoward had yet occiured to justify 
Captain Entiue's premonition. The convicts 
iiiiprisoned down in the cell-deck liad growled and 
griuiibled, but seemed reconciled to fiieir grim fate. 
Yet Ciut Newion liad not been entirely reassiued. 
Upon the first day of the voyage, he had voiced lus 
doubts. 

"They're too quiet," he declared. "They shut np 
like magic when that fellow Kirn Ivan ordered them 
to." 



"Well, tliat there big Martian swings a lot of 
w'eight with them," drawied Ezra Gimiey. "He was 
one of file biggest pirate leaders before the Patrol 
caught liini." 

"Even so, tliat biuich of tough criminals wonlcbi't 
obey luiii now' without a reason," Ciut insisted. 

"Yon tlunlc fiieVve hatched np some scheme of 
escape?" asked Captain Theron anxiously. 

Captain Jhel Theron, who liad command of the 
navigational operation of file Vulcan, w'as a veteran 
of the Patrol. He w'as a tall, grave-eyed Uranian, 
bald like most of fire men of that planet, liis saffi'on 
skin darkened by years of exposiue to fire 
luisoftened racbation of space. 

He and liis next of raiilc. Lientenant K'kan of 
Mars, commanded an operational crew fiiat 
comprised fiuee pilots, a cliief engineer and two 
assistants, fiuee space-mechanics and foiu deck- 
liarids. 

Distinct fiorii fiiese fifteen members of fire 
operational crew w'ere fire guards of the convicts. 
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Marslial Ezia Gimiey was giiaid-conuiiander, with 
Joan Randall and yoiuig Rih Qiiili of Mercmy as 
Ills sub-officers. They commanded eight non-coms 
of the Pah ol, who watched over the convicts. 

Curt Newton and the Futmemen liad gadiered 
with Ezra and Joan and die captain in the chait- 
room just abaft die bridge. 

"1 don't say liiiii Ivan is plotdng anydung," Cmt 
answ'ered the captain's quesdon. "But 1 do say that 
if he had soniediing in Ids mind, he'd prevent the 
convicts from staging any preniatme outbreak - as 
he has. " 

Ezra Guine\' snorted. "Cap'll Futme. 1 got all die 
respect in the wvirld for yoiu' judgment, but dds 
time 1 tldiil': you're chasin' cornets. How the devil 
can liiiii Ivan or anybody else pidl off aiwlldng, 
wiieii they're locked up tight in cells that diey won't 
leave till we reach Cerberus?" 

"Men can get out even a clnomaloy cell, if drey 
have die right tools," Cmt answered sigidfrcandy. 
"And men like ICiiii Ivan and diat snake Morenios 
had criminal friends wiio would liave been glad to 
smuggle tldiigs to dieiii." 

"Not a chance!" Ezra affrrnied. "I'll stake my life 
that not one of diose space-scimi lias any kind of 
tool or instrmiierit." 

"You searched them wiieri diey were brought 
aboard?" Curt asked. 

"WTiat kind of aniateiu' outfrt do you tldrdc die 
Patrol is?" Ezra demanded iriimedly. "O' course we 
searched dieiii. We used the X-Ra\' 'scaruier' on 
each convict as he was brought into the sliip." 

"Did you 'scan' the cells, too, to make certain 
drat notlung had been planted in them'?" Captain 
Future asked keerdy. 

"No, we dicbi't do that, birt diere wasn't any need 
to." the old marshal declared. "The Vulcan was 
always luider girard. and notliin' could liave been 
planted in her." 

"Nevertheless, I'd like to use the 'seamier' on the 
cells riow\" Curt said. "Any objecdori?" 

"Oil. no. if it'll ease yom mind any." growied 
Ezra. He glanced wirddngly at Joan as he added, 
"You're sme talcin' a lot of precaudons. Cap'ri 
Future. Must be somebody aboard you're w'onied 
about." 

G R.AG and Otho. bored by the discussion, 
had got into one of dieir interminable 
arguments. Curt left them with Joan, and w^erit 
down with Captain Therori and Ezra and the Brain 


to conduct Ids inspecdon. 

The Vulcan, as a former small liner, was built 
along standard lines. It liad diree main decks, one 
above the odier. Top-deck held the big bridge- 
room, the operadorial and chart rooms, and officer 
qirarters. The little cabins occirpied by die Patrol 
officers and by the Futmemen were in die rear part 
of tins deck. 

The mid-deck, winch liad formerly contained 
passenger cabins, had been redesigned into a cell- 
deck. Enti'ance to it wns only du'ough tw’o massive 
clnomaloy doors, one fore and one aft. Bodi were 
locked and had guards posted outside them at all 
lioins. 

The cyc-deck, as the low’er deck of a liner was 
usually called was a noisy, crow’ded place. It's fore 
part w'as crowded with fuel taidcs and supply- 
rooms, and the wiiole stein of tins lowest deck wns 
die big cyc-room in winch die huge atomic 
generators droned away to feed sfreams of atomic 
power to die great rocket-tubes. 

Captain Futme and Simon and the captain 
followed die old marslial dowii the zigzag 
companionway to the fore door of the mid-deck. It 
wns locked, and two aimed Patrol officers stood 
guard outside it. 

"(;)pen her up an' bring die X-Ra\' 'seamier'." 
Ezra Gmiiey drawied to the guards. "We're goin' to 
imi a little inspecdon. " 

The "seamier" was brought by one guard winle 
die other mdocked the massive door. The 
instimnent looked like a powerftd searclilight, 
beside winch was momited an eyepiece that 
resembled binocular tubes. 

When Cmt Newton entered the cell-deck 
conidor with die odiers. a low, muttering growi ran 
along the crowded cells. It quicldy sudsided, but the 
caged criminals glared in silent liate at die tall. 
recUiaired planeteer wiio was die greatest enemy of 
their Idnd. 

"You can see tliat diese cell-doors can only be 
opened by the outside corifrol," Ezra Gmriey was 
saying to Cmt. "Furtheiniore, tins wiiole deck, like 
die other coiiipaitments of the slnp. can be 
exliausted of air by the master-valves up in the 
bridge-room. If diese fellows started anytlnn'. we 
coidd kill 'em all in frve minutes and diey know it. " 

"You certainly riiirst admit tliat there is no 
cliance of a break here. Captain Futme," said 
Captain Therori relievedly. 

"It's a good, tight set-up," Cmt admitted. 
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"Neveillieless, I'd like to 'scan' die cells. WTieel the 
macliine along, will you, Ezi'a?" 

He began liis X-Ray inspection of each cell 
along the corridor. The. searclilight projector of the 
seamier flooded each cell in tmn with invisible 
Roentgen rays. Tluoiigh the fluoroscopic eyepiece, 
Cmt Newion could have seen the tiniest scrap of 
metal in flie cells. 

But tiiere was notiiing. The gray-clad comicts 
had not even any metal in their plastic belt-buckles 
or shoes. Even flieir dishes, w’ater-jugs and eating 
utensils w'ere of soft fiber or unbaked clay. 

Cmt paused as he reached Jolui Rollinger's cell. 
The mad Eaiflmian had been confined in a cell to 
liiniself He sat muttering in a comer, paying no 
attention to Captain E utme's inspection. 

"Hello, Rollinger - how ai'e you feeling?" (liut 
asked liim. 

The ex-scientist stared at liini, but made no 
answer. His liaggard face and peculiarly burning 
eyes gave them all a creepy sensation. 

"Hate to see a man witir Iris mind shot like that." 
muttered Ezra in a low voice. " 'Specially, a man as 
brilliant as he was." 

Jolm Rollinger liad been a famous biophysicist. 
Curt knew. He had specialized in encephalograpliic 
researclr. testing tire effect of various form of 
radiation upon tire hiunan brain. Boldly using 
liimself as a subject, he was supposed to have 
shattered Iris mind in Iris experiment. 

"I w'onder if he's really as mad as he looks." 
Captairr Therorr said skeptically. "The prosecutiorr 
at Iris trial rnairrtained he Idlled Iris colleague in a 
qirarrel, and then used faked insanity to excuse 
Irirnself " 

"Well, if he's fakin', it liasn't done Irirn nruch 
good," Ezra slmrgged. "They sentenced liirn to 
Cerberus just tire same, for a homicidal maniac lias 
to be locked up just tire same as a deliberate killer. " 

M OREMOS, the slender and wiry 
\’enusian rniuderer in tire next cell, 
glared at Captain Eutiue in silent hatred as Iris cell 
was "scarmed." 

But ICirn Ivan, the big, battered Martian who 
shared a neighboring cell witir Boraboll, fat 
Uranian swindler, greeted Ciut witir a calm grin. 

"Nice of you to come down and visit us boys, 
future," said tire big pirate. His froglike grin 
deepened. "Looking for sometliing special?" Ciut 
scamred that cell twice nunring before he answered. 


But there w'as no tool, instrument or tiniest scrap of 
metal anywhere in it, notiiing wiratever liidden. He 
looked up at the grirnring pirate. 

"You've kept tilings here pretty qiriet. Kirn," he 
remarked. "You seem to Irave tire otirers pretty well 
under control." 

"Slue, I won't let 'em start any trouble," ICirn 
Ivan affirmed. "I'm a peace-loving man, that's why." 

Ezra snorted. "A peace-loving man wiro led the 
biggest pirate band since Rok Olor w^as on the 
loose." 

The big pirate laughed. "Aw^. tlrafs all over and 
done witir now’. I tell the boys, wirafs the use of 
beating oiu brains out against tirese bars, wirerr all 
it'll get us is six montirs' solitary wirerr we reach 
Cerberus." 

Ciut Newton finished Iris close inspection of the 
cells. Wirerr they liad gone back of the cell-deck, 
and its massive door was again locked and ruider 
girard, Ezra Giuney clrallenged Irim. 

"Didn't find arrytirirr'. did you?" 

"No, not a tiring," Ciut admitted. "There's no 
tool or weapon of any land liidden in Arose cells, 
tlrafs Slue." 

"We Patrol men ain't as sleepy as you seem to 
tliinlc." the old marshal told liirir. "Those birds ar'e 
safe till we reach Cerberus, never fear." 

His apprehension sorrrew’hat dispelled, Ciut had 
felt less worried about Joan's safety diuirig the long 
days of tire voyage tirat followed. At each world 
w’here they stopped, the new prisoners brought, 
aboard were tiroroirglrly scarured. But no attempt to 
smirggle tools or weapons was detected. 

Now’ tirey were drawing near to Neptiure. The 
eightir planet was still more than a billion miles 
ahead, but that w’as only a few’ days of travel at the 
gi'eat speed with wlriclr the Vulcan w’as flying 
tiuoirgh space. 

■At dirurer in tire officers' mess that "evening" 
before tire night w’atclr, Ezra commented upon their 
approacliing stop at the Whter World. 

"Remember last time you Eutiuemen an' Joan an' 
I were out here, Cap'ir f utiue? It was when we were 
after the Whecker." 

Ciut nodded grimly. "I'm not likely to forget 
wiiat happened to me on Neptiure tirat time, up in 
tire Black Isles." 

"Can you tell us about it. Captain future?" 
eagerly asked Rilr Quili. tire yoiurg Merciuian 
lieutenant, witir hero-w’orsliip in Iris voice. 

"Some other time," evaded Cui1, luiwilling to 
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recall near -tragic nienioiies. 

"We've all finished dinner now." 

"1 ha-haven't finished iny p-p-piiuies," liastily 
stuttered George McClinton, the cliief engineer. 

There was a bmst of laughter. McClintoii a 
lanlc\'. spectacled, staniinering yoiuig Eaitlunan, 
was the butt of constant jokes because of liis 
inordinate fondness for piruies. He always kept Iris 
pocket fiill of chied ones, wliich he inuirched 
ceaselessly as he supervised tire cyc-rooni. 

"If we wait till you have enough prunes, we'll be 
here forever." Ezra said dryly, getting up. "I'm goin' 
totiun hr." 

WTreir Ciut aird Joair aird Otlro weirt to the 
biidge-dack. tlrey foiurd Grag leairiirg against a 
sectioir of glassite wiirdow aird lookiirg 
discoirsolately back toward Eaitlr. The big robot 
tunred to tlreirr. 

"1 woirder how Eek is getfiirg along, back 
Iroirre," Grag said anxiously. "1 wish 1 had brought 
Iriirr withirre." 

E ek was a queer little iirteiplairetaiy airiirral 
tlrat was Grag's irrascot. (!)tlro had a 
soirrewhat similar pet, wliich he called Oog. Both 
pets had beeir left iir the Eutiu'emeir's Mooir- 
laboratoiy wlreir tlre\' had fiowir to Eaitlr on the 
errand that Irad uire^ectecUy resulted in tliis long 
voyage. 

"Eek will be all right. Grag." reassiu'ed Curt. 
"The automatic feeding-arrangement in fire Moon- 
laboratoiy will keep Iriirr fat and happy." 

"1 know, but he'll nearly die of loneliness 
because I'm not firere." Grag affimred. "He's such a 
sentimental little fellow." 

"Sentimental? That nriserable little moon-pup?" 
cried Ofiro jeeringly. "'Wiry, all that little pest 
knows is to eat and sleep. He has about as much 
senfinrent in Iriirr as a Venusian fish." 

Grag swaiirg wTatlrfully on the android. "Wlr\', 
you cockeyed rubber imitation of a man. if you 
slander little Eek like tlrat agaiir. I'll 

Captain Eutiu e and Joair, chuckling, left them to 
the inevitable argument wliich might go on now for 
an Iroiu'. It was the favorite metirod of passing time 
for Grag and (!)tiro. to find new insults for each 
otirer. Ciul and the girl went back to a deck- 
vindow out of earshot. 

The silence of tire iriglrt watch reigned over tire 
slrip. Its eyes and rocket-tubes had been cut, for its 
speed of inertia was now great, hr an imiratuial 


stillness tire Vulcan rushed on and on tluough the 
vast, star-decked vault toward tire distant green 
speck of Neptime. 

The \ista from tireir window was a magnificent 
one. The golden eyes of a million million suns 
steadily watched the souirdless mslring sliip. Jupiter 
was a wliite blob away back to the left, and the suir 
itself was only a little, fiery disk far astern. Ear out 
in tire void, tlrey could glimpse a tiny red light 
creeping Suirv’ard across the starry backgroinrd. 

"That will be tire bi-weeldy Pluto-Earth hirer," 
reirrarked (I’lut Newtoir. 

Joair's browir eyes watched wistfiilly. "Doir't you 
wish we w'ere aboard her, Ciut? There'll be lights, 
irrusic, dairciirg." 

Curt looked dowir at her. "Wlrafs tire irratter. 
Joair? Is tliis trip getting on yoiu ireiwes?" 

She snriled ruefully. "A little. I'm afi'aid. We're 
so different from an\' other slrip, witir oui' cargo of 
hrunan misery aird hate. 1 w’ake up soirretimes 
di'eairring that tire Vulcan will sail oir like tliis 
forever. " 

Curt nodded soberly. "Like tire dead space-slrip 
iir Oliver Ow'eir's poeirr. Reirreirrber? 

" 'Darkling she drifts toward the 
outs' dark 

Slently falling, Into ^s'nlty."' 

"Beautifirl. but depressiirg." Joair said, with a 
little shudder. She timred away. "I'm going to timr 
ill. too. 1 have the guard-command in tire next 
watch." 

Captain future went back to Iris owir little cabin. 
The Brain was tirere. Iris square case resting 
quiescent upon a small table. But Simon did not 
look up or speak wiren he entered. His leirs-eyes 
stared imseeingly. 

Curt knew that tire Brain was deep in one of Iris 
uirfatiromable reveries of speculation. Simon's cold, 
intellectual mind could lose itself for hours in 
contemplation of scientific problems. It was Iris 
metirod of relaxation when he had no laboratory for 
Ills eircUess researches. 

Ciu't Newtoir slept sourrdly. Yet wdreir he 
suddeirly aw’akeired air how later, it was wdtir every 
nerve tirrillingly alert. He listened. The big sliip was 
still msliing silently on tirrough tire vast deeps of 
space. 

Then to Iris ears came suddenly tire souird of 
distant yells and the crash of atom-guirs. Instantly 
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Cmt was out of liis biuilc and plunging across die 
cabin toward die door. 

"Soniediing's wiong! If die prisoners 

The words died on Ids lips as he bmst out into 
die coiiidor. A mass of gray-clad convict were 
pouring into die fore end of the passage. In dieir 
front raidc was Morenios, die Venusian murderer, 
grasping an atom-gun. 

He aimed instandy at Captain Futme. And Joan 
Randall, who was emerging hastily fi'om her cabin, 
was plunging direcdy into the line of Ids aim. 

CHAPTER III 
Jailbreek 

I DOWN 111 the cell- 
Ideck, a few horns before, 
Ian odd atmosphere of, 
[tension gripped die scores 
hf prisoners as die idght- 
jwatcli began. 

I The massive doors at 
[the fore and aft ends of the 
[deck liad been and locked 
[by the Padol officers, who 
v’ere now standing guard, 
outside dieiii. A few 
lu aidte bidbs in the ceiling 
cast a vague, dim light 
upon the sldidng clnomaloy bars and the shadowed 
brutal faces beldnd dieiii. 

The Idssing wldsper of Morenios daveled along 
the row of barred doors. The Wnusian's sibilant 
voice was silldly vicious as he addressed die big 
Maidan pirate in a neighboiing cell. 

"We're oidy dnee or foiu days out of Neptune - 
I heard a guard say so today. I thought you were 
going to get us out of here before we reached 
Neptune, ICiiii Ivan?" 

"Yes, what about it, Ivim?" asked a squat Jovian 
killer's nmibling voice. "You've been telling us all 
die way to keep quiet and tliat you'd manage a 
break, but you haven't done aiwdung yet. " 

"He's just been stringing us along to keep us 
quiet," accused die quavering voice of a wlute- 
haired, /'/aZ-chewing Satimuan, a hoary old simier 
named Thuldus Thuun. "I'll lay tliat the Patrol men 
put Min up to giving us that story . " 

A fierce, low babble of accusations, tlireats and 
demands instantly arose fioiii die prisoners. All 


were addressed to die big Martian. 

Then ICini Ivan's deep voice cut tluough the 
babble, in low, liarsh command. "Cut yoiu' blasts, 
you chattering space-monlceys! Do you want the 
guards corning in here?" 

The authoiit}' in Ids voice, the authority diat had 
made diis towering Mardan one of the great pirate 
leaders of Ids time, again silenced dieiii. 

"I said I'd stage a break, and I will," Idiiii Ivan 
condnued harsldy. ".And whafs more, toidghfs the 
idght for it. " 

An electric spark of excitement seemed to leap 
along the crowded cells at Ids statement. The voices 
broke out again, but in eager questions now. 

"Whafs yoiu' plan, Idim? How are you going to 
get us out of diese ciu'sed cells" 

"You'll soon find out," the big Martian 
prondsed. "Now shut off yoiu eyes and keep qidet 
wldle I start. " 

The prisoners instantly became still, thoirgh all 
pressed against the bars of dieir cells in a singe of 
sudden hope. The ordy sound was the low, 
monotonous mutteiing fioiii the cell of Jolui 
Rollinger. 

Idiiii Ivan turned to Ids cell-mate. His fellow 
prisoner was Boraboll die swindler, a fat Urardan 
wiiose moon-like yellow' face was ludicrous as he 
gaped at the big Mardan. 

"Kirn, can you really do it?" he squeaked. "How 
are you so much as going to get out of dds cell, 
wiieii you liave notidng to work with?" 

"I have all I need," Ivim Ivan replied. "My old 
pals on die outside smuggled the stuff to me, before 
we ever left Eaidi, It's Iddden right here in the cell 
with us." 

".Are you crazy?" gasped Boraboll. "There's 
riotldng Iddden in here, not so much as a pin. The 
X-Ray seamier w'oiddliave detected it if there was." 

"The cursed scanner woiddn't ever find iiiy 
eqidpment," Idiiii h'an replied, widi a chuclde. He 
w'as shipping off Ids gray comict jacket, and diere 
was a look of triumph on Ids massive, battered face 
as he added. "I've got wit enoirgh to outsmail the 
Patrol, every time." 

Boraboll watched Idiii. open-nioudied. The big 
Mardan had filled die biggest of their soft food- 
dishes with w'ater fioiii die fiber jug. Now Iviiii Ivan 
tore a sleeve off Ids jacket, and bent over the dish 
of water. 

"Cell-crazy! " muttered die fat Urardan to Idmself 
with sudden conviction. "He's gone clear cell-crazy. 
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"He's as delirious as Rolliiiger." 

ICim Ivan wadded up tlie sleeve of liis jacket and 
tlmist it into the dish of water. He tmned aroimcl 
with a sharp coininaird. 

"Now liand me that salt." Piriingly, Boraboll 
handed liim the little fiber contaiirer of salt. Kirn 
Ivair took it aird squatted down, w'aiting and 
w'atcliing fire dish. 

Gradually, a cmious cliange came over the water 
in that dish. It trmred blue, as though it had 
dissolved some dye or chemical in fire jacket-sleeve 
tlrat was immersed iir it. IGm Ivair waited until fire 
w'ater was a dark blue color, before taking out the 
wadded sleeve. 

"Now the reagent." muttered the big Martian, 
and poiued a carefiilly estimated quantity of salt 
into tire dark blue liquid. 

The blue liquid begair to seetlre aird boil, aird 
tunred dark piuple. IGirr Ivair's massive face fiashed 
a light of tiiuirrph. 

"It wnrks!" he muttered exultairtly. "Boraboll. 
w'e're as good as out of here right irow." 

"But wdrat is tlrat stuff?" Boraboll stairrmered. 
looking bewilderedly at the seetlriirg piuple liquid. 

"Ifs air acid tlrat eats tlu'ough the toughest metal 
as though it w'ere cheese." the big Mariiair retorted. 
"The basic elements of the acid were mixed b\' a 
smart outside chemist into a gluey mixtiue tlrat was 
soaked iirto a regulatioir coirvict jacket, aird their 
dried. The jacket was smuggled in to me by irry 
outside pals, along witlr plans of firis slrip. " 

He chuclded as he added "The seamier couldn't 
show' the chemicals soaked into iriy jacket. But tlrey 
needed only to be dissolved into water, and then to 
have ordinary sodirmr cliloride added to tire 
solution, to form one of the most powerfiil metal 
acids brown. Now watch it work! " 

IGiir Ivan picked up the vessel of seetlriirg liquid 
and carefiilly poiued a triclde of it upon the cross- 
bars of the cell's baived door. 

The piuple liquid foamed and liissed eating 
swiftly into fire tough cluonraloy bars. Carefiil to 
avoid splasliing liimself with fire acid fire Martian 
pirate continued the operation. In a few moments, 
fire crossbars were eaten tluough. He put dowir fire 
bowl of acid, and lifted out a whole section of fire 
door. Then he squeezed out into the corridor. 

"IGm. how' did you do it?" came the excited 
wondering exclamation of Grabo. fire squat Jovian 
criminal across fire coiiidor. 

"Can you get fire rest of us out. too?" Morenios 


asked swiftly. A chorus of amazement and excited 
hope was rising fioiri the rest of fire convicts. liim 
Ivan quieted it with a wave of Iris big hand. 

"Take it easy! I'll sooir Irave you out of those 
ciused cages." 

The cell-doors did irot Irave iircUdual locks. They 
were all seemed by a master electro-lock whose 
coirtrols w'ere outside the cell-deck. 

But liiirr Ivair kirew wirat he was doing. He 
seciued Iris receptacle of piuple acid and stooped 
over a certain section of the coiiidor floor. 

"The main wiring for the electro-locks nuis 
lurder here." he muttered, "/ftlre slrip plans my pals 
sent me are right. " 

He used a triclde of fire acid to bunr out a two- 
foot section of the metal floor -plate. Tlris e?posed 
fire tairgle of wiring inside the floor. Kiirr Ivan 
studied it for several nrinutes. firen began working 
with fire wires. 

Presently. Iris work bore results. With a loud 
clicbng. all fire locks of fire scores of cell-doors 
di'ew their bolts. He Irad actuated fire master control 
of the locks. 

The convicts swarmed instantly out into the 
coiiidor. Brutal faces of Eaifiurren. Venusians. 
Joiians. Satmnians blazed with fierce hope. 

"You've done wonders. liim." Morenios 
applauded tensely. "But now' what?" 

"Now." answ'ered the big Martian with a flash in 
Iris eyes, "we're going to seize fire slrip! Then ho for 
fi'eedom!" 

"The Patrol will hunt us down no matter wiiere 
we go, once tlrey find out we've seized fire Vulcan. " 
muttered fat Boraboll doubtingly. 

"Don't w'oiiy. I've got a plan." reassiued fire 
Martian. "The Patrol will never catch up to us 
where /'mfigiuing ongoing." 

Tullius Thuun. fire IroaiA' old Satmnian pirate, 
spat r/a/ juice on fire floor and demanded. "How're 
we going to grab the slrip? We're locked on tliis 
deck, with Patrol men on guard outside both 
doors." 

liinr Ivan giiinred. "There's another way out of 
here. The sliip-plans showed that when tlris craft 
was a liner, it had an emergency escape-lratch 
leading fioiri tlris passenger-deck to the top-deck. 
The liatch was walled shut when tlrey irrade tliis a 
prison sliip. But I brow' where it is." 

H e .approached a blairlc section of 
irretal wall between two cells irridway in 
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tlie main coiiidor. Motioning the otliers 
peremptoiily to stand back, the Martian pomed lus 
remaining purple acid upon that wall. 

The liquid liissed and bimred into the metal 
panel. In a few moments, it liad eaten out a big 
section. Tluongh the hole tlrey looked into a dark, 
small escape-liatch whose ladders ran np toward the 
top- deck. 

Idm Ivan faced die swarming, eager con\icts 
grimly. "Now listen to me. I'm nmning tliis show, 
and anyone who doesn't like that can speak np right 
now. " 

There was no cliallenge to die aiidioiity of die 
toweling, hard-faced Martian pirate. But a sluill 
voice back in the tluong laughed wildly. 

"It's only that crazy Rollinger." miirtered 
Morenios. He viciously shoved the staring, mad- 
eyed Eaidunan back into Ids cell. 

"Tins liatch will let us out into die forepart of die 
top-deck," liiiii Ivan condnued rapidly. "We'll jump 
first on the slup ofdcers on dut\' in die bridge and 
chait-rooms. Once we have dieir guns, we can 
overpow'er die odiers before diey're awake enough 
to bioW' wiiafs going on. But no massacre - 
imdeitand?" 

Morenios' green face stiffened. "You mean we're 
not to blast dowii tliat de\il Captain Fiitme? He and 
Ids ciu'sed Futmemen liave sent plent>' of oiu' pals 
to Cerberus!" 

■A low growi of agreement came fioiii the otiier 
convicts. 

"You blocklieads. they ai'e the most valuable 
hostages we coidd liave aboard, if we're not fools 
enough to kill them!" lashed liiin Ivan. "And we 
may need hostages once the Padol starts hunting 
us." 

His glim reminder silenced diem. "Now come 
on!" die big Martian exclaimed. "If hick's with us. 
wee'll pidl off a feat diafll go dowii in pirate 
Idstoiy! " 

The niiitineers pomed up the escape-hatch after 
dieir big leader, liiiii Ivan opened the unsealed door 
at its top, and tiiey emerged with a sudden rush into 
the top-deck just beldnd the chait-rooni. 

Two pilots were on duty in die bridge ahead, and 
Lieutenant K'kan was checking die drift-gauges in 
the cliait-rooni. The young Martian second officer 
tiinied, appalled, and then reached swiftly tow’ard 
an alarm-button. 

ICirii Ivan's balled fist knocked liirii senseless 
before he coidd press die button. Old Tnldus Thuun 


eagerly snatched up the officer's atom-pistol. 

"Get tliat pilot, Grabo!" yelled the Martian 
leader fiuiously. 

One of the two pilots liad evaded the Jovian 
criminal and Ids group wiio liad burst into die 
bridge. The pilot, with a yell, was darting back 
dnoiightiie chait-room to escape. 

Crash! The fiery blast fioiii old Tiddiis Thuim's 
gun cut die man down in mid-stride. 

The old Satimdan cackled. ".Ain't iiiy aim yet! 
First man I've led dowii for twu years." 

"You old fool, there w'asn't any need diat! " raged 
Iviiii Ivan. 1 told you to - 

Crash! Crash! 

"Where the devil's die Morenios?" cried the 
Martian fiuiously. striding hastily back tow’ard the 
main corridor of the top-deck. 

Boraboll answ’ered. Ids moon-like \'ellow' face 
muddy widi fear'. "Morenios killed Captain Theron 
with Ids own giui! He and die odiers have gone 
back for die Futiuemen!" 

"1 ndght have knowii tliat mmderous Venusian 
coiddn't hold Ids trigger!" roared Idiiii Ivan. "Come 
on!" 

They bmst into die top-deck longitudinal 
conidor, stmnbling over the slain bodies of Captain 
Theron, a Patrol guard and a deck-liand. 

CH.APTER IV 


Trapped 



A TENSE tableau met 
Btlieir eyes. .Aliead of them. 
^Morenios and a lialf- 
' dozen otiier miitineers 
[Jwere charging the stern 
(coriidor. Captain Futiue's 
Jtall figiue had just bmst 
(out of Ids cabin, and the 
\’eriusiari miuderer was 
Raising Ids giui to fire at 
■the hated plarieteer. 

Cmt Newton's draw 
Iv’as the swiftest in the 
"Solar System. His proton- 
pistol came out of Ids holster with the speed of 
light. Yet he coidd not fire, for Joan at fids moment 
emerged into the corridor. She wras between Idrii 
and die Wnusian. 

"Joan, get back!" he yelled to her. She hesitated 
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dazedly. Cmt coiildii't fire at the \'enusian wliile 
she stood between diem. But Moremos. who liad no 
interest in the girl's safet\', was going to shoot! 

Cmfs desperate expedient came with such 
lightning speed tliat it seemed an instinctive 
reaction ratiier than a deliberate decision. 

He fired tire blazing wliite bolt of liis weapon, 
aiming at tiie metal wall of the conidor beside 
Joan. Most of tiie energy of tiie oblique blast 
bur ned into the wall. But a part of that blazing blast 
of force was reflected and deflected on along tire 
conidor toward tiie mutineers. 

The deflected blast was not stiong enough to be 
fatal. But it was enough to scorch and daze 
Moremos and the otiiers. They recoiled. 

Captain Futme lunged forward, swept Joan 
beliiid liiii, and triggered swiftly. 

His blasts cut down two of the men beside 
Moremos. The Venusian and tire otiiers hastily 
darted back out of the conidor. 

"Holy space-imps, wiiafs going on?" It was 
Otho, liis green eyes blazing and lus protori-giui in 
Iris liarid. wiio had emerged with Grag fiorii tire 
cabin they sliared. Ezra Gurney, too, wns 
scrambling startiedly out. 

"Mutiny!" Cml Newton cried. His voice was 
bitter with self-reproach. "Just wiiat 1 feared, and 
yet 1 let it liapperi." 

Y oung Rih Quili. tlie Mercurian 
lieutenant, and anotiier Patrol officer liad 
weakened and come out to join them. 

.-i stentorian voice echoed back to their little 
groirp from the fore part of the top-deck. It 
reverberated along tire corridors. 

"Futme. will you and the otiiers surrender? You 
haven't got a chance. We hold tiie bridge and 
control the slip." 

"That's liini Ivan." gritted Ezra. His tliiri hand 
clenched upon lus atorii-giui and he started forward. 
"I'll show that cmsed Martian!" 

Grag and Otiio started forward witii liirii, but 
Cmt Newton held them back. "Don't be foolish! 
There're scores of convicts up tiiere and they've got 
all the giuis in tiie arsenal by now. They' d get us no 
matter how' nian\' of tiieiii we got first. " 

He glanced swiftly aromid. lus gray eyes 
snapping. "We can't stay here. TlieVll come up the 
aft companionw’ay, and then tiieyil have us caught 
between tiieiii. We'd better retreat dowui the aft stair 
to the cyc-rooni. If we can hold tiie cyc-room 
against them, we'll get the upper liand over tiieiii 


yet." 

"1 get it!" exclaimed Otiio. "If we hold tiie cyc- 
room, we can keep the eyes shut off and prevent 
them fioiii taldng the slup arwwiiere save Neptmie." 

Hastih’. the little party entered the aft 
companioriway and went down its short, zigzag 
stair to the lowest deck of the Vulcan. 

The big cyc-room took up tire wiiole rear half of 
tlus deck. It was crow'ded with maclunery — the 
huge, massive, cylindrical cyclotrons, the tangle of 
ftrel pipes and power-leads, tiie squat generators of 
tiie auxiliary drive wiiose vibration-tluust was used 
only in emergencies. 

George McClinton ran bewilderedly tow’ard 
them. The lartiw yomig cluef engineer liad 
apparently just been aroused fi oiii lus nearb\' bruilc 
by the Neptiuuan engineer on duty. He was 
automatically popping a chied pimie into lus moutii. 
as lus spectacled eyes blinlced at them amazedly. 

"Wh-wiiat's going on?" he stanuiiered. "Orlulc 
says tiiat he h-h-heard shooting 

"The cmsed convicts liave grabbed tiie bridge- 
room and upper decks!" answ^ered Ezra Gmney, lus 
faded eyes still raging. 

C APT .AIN FUTURE was snapping orders. 

"Grag, you and Rih Quili lock the fore door and 
wutchit. Otiio, take tiie aft door." 

"You're not li-limt, are you. M-ni-miss Randall?" 
tiie pimie-lo\ing engineer was asking anxiously of 
Joan. 

"I'm all light," she said. "But I've failed in my 
duty. Tlus is tiie first time tiiere has ever been a 
break on the Vulcan. " 

"It's more iiiy fault tiian yoius or Ezra's," Cmt 
said bitterly. "1 felt all along that that desperate 
bmicli might try sometiung. That's wiiy 1 came 
along and took all tiie precautions 1 could. But they 
somehow outsmarted me. " 

There was a loud hanuiieiing at tire fore and aft 
doors of the cyc-room. The mutineers had 
apparently discovered tire whereabouts of the 
group. 

"They can't break in here," Ezra muttered 
hopefirlly. "They know if tiiey do, we'll blast 'em 
dowui as fast as tiiey come tiuough tiie door." 

Cmt was searclung tiie crowded cyc-room witii 
intent gray eyes. ".Are tiiere any space-suits down 
here?" he asked McClinton. 

"N-n-no." stuttered tiie larilcy engineer 
wxindeiingly. "Suits aren't ever k-kept dowui here, 
for tiiere's n-n-no need for them here." 


14 


THE FACE OF THE DEEP 


"We'll need them piett\' quickly, if my guess is 
right," (I’mt exclaimed. He pointed at two big 
valves inset in niches in tire tliick wall of die cyc- 
room. "Those are air-exliaiist valves, controlled 
from die bridge-room. They're part of die valve 
system designed to make possible die exliaustion of 
air fioiii any section of the slup." 



OTHO 


"Good God, 1 forgot all 'bout diose exliausts!" 
cried Ezi'a, aghast. "They were intended to enable 
die slup's commander to quell any comict mutiny 
in an\' part of the sldp. If the convicts learn about 
'em and turn 'em against us — " 

"The\' will, and quickly," Cmt snapped. "That 
IGiii Ivan seems to know all about tins slup. Can 
we fix tiiose valves to keep them fioiii being 
opened?" 

"There's n-n-no w'ay!" answered McClinton, 


paling. "Operation of the v-v-valves is all by r-r- 
reniote control tiuough w-wires in die w-wulls." 

"Then we've got to weld metal patches over the 
valve-niches - and quickly! " Captain Futme cried. 
"You've got atomic w^elding-torches here? Get diem 
out, and bring some sheet metal stock." 

As die\' started to work with the sputtering 
atomic torches to cut metal patches that w’oidd seal 
die exliaust-valve openings, the hamnieiing on the 
doors ceased. 

Grag, Odio, Rih Qiiili and Ezra remained on 
guard inside diose doors wiule Cur t and Mcd’linton 
wxirked liastily. 

Before die\' liad even cut out die first metal 
patch, a loud voice bellow’ed tiuough the cyc-rooni. 
It came from the inteiphone tliat coruiected with the 
bridge. 

"Captain Eutiue!" it bellowed. 

"Tlus is liirii Ivan talking. We've taken die 
wiiole slup except the cyc-rooni. You haven't a 
chance. Urdess you open the fore door and toss out 
yoiu atom-guns, liii going to open die cyc-rooni 
exliaust-valves." 

"That Martian devil!" gritted Ezra Gimiey 
fiiriously. "He brew about the valve-system, all 
right." 

"Wliat about it, Eutme?" bellowed die Martian's 
voice. "I'm going to give you tw’o minutes. Unless 
■\’ou agr'ee b\' then, the valves open! " 

Stricken by die tlueat, the otiiers looked at Cmt. 
His bronzed-face was a taut mask as he assessed 
their hopeless situation. 

T hey could not seal die deadly valves in 
tw’o minutes. That job woidd take a half 
horn, at least. Long before tiie\' finished it, the 
valves w’ould be opened and die air would puff out 
of the cyc-rooni, slaving them all. 

"They've got the doors locked on die other side 
now, cluef! " (;)tiio reported. 

"So w'e can't come out fighting," Cmt gritted. 
His eyes swairig to Joan. Then he stepped to die 
inteiphone. "Captain Future speaking, Iviiii Ivan! 
W'liat assmance liave we that if we do surrender 
you W'On't blast dowii every one of us?" 

"If 1 wunted to kill you, 1 coidd do it right now 
by opening the cyc-rooni exliaust valves," retorted 
IGin Ivan. "1 wunt to keep you for hostages. If the 
Patrol catches up to us, you'll be valuable to us. 1 
give v’ou iiiy word that if you siuTender, none of 
you will be liarnied. " 


15 


THE FACE OF THE DEEP 


Cml looked at tlie otliers in liis silent gioup. 
"You all heard. Wliat's yoiu decision?" 

"Looks like there ain't any choice," muttered 
Ezra somberly. "We can eitlier die right now. or 
accept ICim Ivan's proposition. It's to Iris interest to 
keep us alive as hostages, all right. .An', black- 
hearted pirate though he is, he's got the reputation 
of keepin' Iris word." 

Captain Futme and die Futiuemen might liave 
taken their chance and refused smi'ender, by 
diemselves. But to sentence Joan to deadi? 

Glut's mind was decided by die dueat to die girl. 
He tmned and spoke slowly into die interphone. 
".All light. lAim Ivan. We agi'ee." 

T he words were bitter in Ids mouth. It was 
almost the first time die Futiuernen liad 
acknowledged defeat and made qidet siurender. 

(Ddio's eyes were blazing, and Crag's huge metal 
figiue was still rigidly ready for action. 

But die Brain's cldll. logical mind approved. 

"It is all we can do," rasped Simon. "Wldle we 
live, we liave a chance of reversing the situation." 

Cmt mdocked the fore-door, wldcli had now 
been luibolted outside also. Silently, he cast dieir 
atoni-giuis out onto die landing. 

Instandy, comicts appeared out there and 
snatched up the weapons. Then the fierce, exidtant 
crowd swarmed into die c\'c-rooni widi lAiiii Ivan's 
toweling figiue leading diem. 

The big Maidan's battered red face was jovial 
with lugli good liimior at liis success. But 
Morenios, die Venusian, glared at die Futiuemen 
with a haded refiected on die fierce faces of most 
of the other miidneers. 

Cmt ignored the tlueat in their tigerish stare. 
"VTiat have you done with Captain Theron and die 
odiers?" he demanded. 

lAim Ivan looked luicomfoitable. "They're dead, 
all except foiu crewmen. 1 told the boys diere didn't 
need to be any Idlling, but diey didn't follow my 
orders. That's yoiu fault. Morenios." 

Morenios had a sneer on Ids emerald-hiied face 
as he answ'ered die Maitian. "You're too clucken- 
heaited. lAiiii. If 1 had my w^ay, we'd blast dowui all 
the rest of them light now. WTiy should we let 
Futiue and Ids pals live, when we've got a chance to 
wipe them out?" 

The Venusian's venomous words kindled 
explosive agreement among the majority' of the 
mutineers. 


"Morenios is right!" roared Grabo. die squat 
Jovian. "Futiue and Ids biuich liave sent lots of 
good lads to Cerberus. Now we can pay 'em off." 

Idiiii Ivan's bidl bellow rose above the fierce 
tumult. "I'm gi\ing die orders here and 1 say we 
don't Idll diese prisoners. " 

His voice rang with contempt. ".Are you all so 
tldck -headed you can't see oiu danger? Wlien the 
Vulcan fails to arrive at Neptiuie a few days fioiii 
now, the whole Patrol will start out looldng for it. If 
diey overtake us, we'll liave diese prisoners as 
hostages. " 

His glim rendnder of the Planet Patrol seemed to 
sober the mudneers soniewiiat. Every one of them 
liad good reason to laiow the remorseless efficiency 
of tliat great oigaidzadon. 

"The Patrol will hunt us till diey find us, all 
light," muttered fat Boraboll nervously. "They'll 
comb the wiiole Solar System. " 

"They will." Idiiii Ivan agreed. "But die\' won't 
find us if you agree to iiiy proposal. 1 propose that 
w'e leave die System altogedier." 

C . APT AIN FUTURE and Ids fellow-capdves 
were as startled by tliat proposal as were 
die mudneers. 

"Leave the system?" gasped Grabo. the Jo\ian. 
" W'liat do you mean? " 

Kirn Ivan's eyes dashed. "I've thought it all out. 
If we stay in die System, no matter what wild moon 
or asteroid we Idde on, die Patrol will finally find 
us. (!)iu oidy chance is to leave fids Solar System 
forever. " 

He sw’ept Ids hand in a grandiloquent gestiue. 
"(!)ut there beyond Pluto's orbit is a wiiole mdverse 
for oiu refiige! (!)ut diere across die interstellar void 
are stars and worlds beyond niunber. A' on brow 
that exploring expedidons liave already visited the 
worlds of Alpha Centaiui, and retiuned. The\' found 
diose w’orlds wild and strange, but habitable." 

The Martian's voice deepened. "1 propose that 
we steer for Alpha Centaiui. It's billions of miles 
away, 1 biow'. But we can use the auxihaiy 
vibration-drive to piunp tlds sldp gradually up to a 
speed that will take it to that odier star in several 
riioridis. We liave enoirgh supplies for that long a 
voyuge. Once there, wee'll have wiiole w’oiids for 
oiu own! We can easily dondnate the prindtive 
peoples diat were foiuid on diose worlds." 

The sheer audacity of the proposition held die 
mudneers in stinuied silence. 

Then Cmt Newton saw dieir faces Idndle with 
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excitement. 

"ICim's light!" exclaimed Gmbo. "If we stay here 
in the System well be caught and sent to Cerbenis 
sooner or later. " 

"I say. let's go." sluilled old Tnldns Thnim. "The 
voyage may be long, but at die end of it diere'll be 
whole new worlds to loot. " 

Boraboll. the fat Uranian, looked scared. "We 
don't know what we'll nin into out in imcliaited 
outer space. If s a terrible risk." 

"The risk is no greater than die one we'll inn if 
we stay here in the System." Grabo retorted. "We're 
with yon. IGiii. It's staiward ho! " 

Stunned b\' disnia\' at what the daring decision 
meant to them, die Firtmemen and their fellow- 
captives heard the mntineers' fierce, excited choins 
of agreement. 

"Staiward ho!" 


CH.APTER V 
Wecked 



SHUDDERING and 
the Vulcan 
out into the great 
eps of interstellar space 
the lighest speed of its 
Days ago it 
crossed the Line, as 
orbit of Pinto was 

It was already more 
foiu' billion miles out 
the vast abyss that 
between the 

tars. 


As yet the mntineers had not dared make use of 
die aii-xihaiy \ibration-diive. For the powerM 
propidsion vibrations of tliat mecliamsm set up a 
peculiar excitation of the edier winch could be 
spotted at gr eat distances b\' the instirmients of die 
Planet Padol. Not luitil die\' were still faitlier fioiii 
the System coidd the lugli speed drive be safely 
used. 


Domi in die cell-deck, in one of whose cells he 
was confined, old Ezra Gmiiey gloomily considered 
their sitnation. 

"We're a couple o'billion miles fi'oiii die Syrstem 
now. Soon as we get a little faitlier. diere won't be 
any chance o' die Patrol overtaldn' ns. Then we 
wmi't be any more use to tiiese space-scimi as 


hostages. " 

"Yon tluiilc the\''ll riimder ns dieii?" asked Joan 
Randall iiicrednlonsly fioiii her omi cell. "But ICiiii 
Ivan gave liis word diey wondn't. " 

"I know, an' Kim Ivan would proba'ly keep Ins 
word, but the others won't." Ezra predicted 
pessimistically. "Tliat snake Morenios an' the rest 
like Inin are just aclnii' to put die blast on all of ns." 

Cmt Newton, confined in Ins omi separate cell, 
looked airdonsly across the corridor at the barred 
door of Joan's cell. 

"It's ni\' faidt. letting yon in for tins." he said 
inefnlly. "I was overconfident, and drey tricked me 
neady." 

"Yon brow tliat isn't so, Cmt." Joan denied 
staiuicldy. "The Patrol was in charge of tins slnp. 
and we fell down in spite of all yoin warnings. " 

The slnill. insane laugh of the crazed Eartlmian 
scientist came fioiii farther dow’n die coiiidor. 

"I said tliat tiiere was death on tliis sliip! " 

They had been imprisoned here for days, ever 
since the mutineers' seizme of die slup. The 
elecdolock cables liad been repaired b\' IGiii Ivan, 
and the Fntmeman and odiers liad been confined in 
separate cells. Two mntineers armed with atoiii- 
giins constantly watched in the corridor. 

There were fifteen of them imprisoned here. 
Beside the Entiu'enien and Ezra and Joan, there 
w'ere George Mcd’liritori. the stnttering cliief 
engineer, and liis two assistants; Rih Qiiili. the 
young Mercmian lientenant; tlnee space-liarids and 
one Patrol gnardsman; and Jolm Rollinger. whose 
insane babbling liad so exasperated the mntineers 
tliat tiiey liad reconfmed liiiii. 

"If ever I get ni\' liarids on tliat Idiiii Ivan." Grag's 
rnnibhrig voice dneatened, "I'll tear lurii into little 
bits - slowly." 

"You'll do nodiirig of the kind!" promptly, 
asserted (!)dio's liissirig voice. "Yon'll simply wntch 
wlule / give liirri the \Yrinsiari water -tortiu'e." 

George McClinton. the lardcy cliief engineer, 
was argning dnoiigh liis bars with their two guards. 
"1 t-t-tell yon, you've got to give me some p-p- 
pinnes with iiiy rations! I'm s-starwing for 1-lack of 
diem." 

"Cut yoiu' blasts, all of yon! " ordered the guards 
liarsldy. "Yon people are lucky just to be living yet 
- yon don't know’ how hrclc>'." 

Silence fall upon the dim-lit deck of cells. 
Captain Fntme squatted dowii against die fiorit wall 
of liis own cell, and seemed to doze. 
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Actiially. Cmt had never been more awake. His 
position concealed fiom the vigilant guards the fact 
that Ills left hand was twirling a inde little metal 
drill wiiich w'as biting ever deeper into the metal 
floor. 

Ciut had not been idle during tliese days. From 
the moment of their captiu'e, he liad racked liis 
brain for an expedient by means of wiiich he might 
turn die tables on their captors. He liad found one 
slim chance. 

The control-cables of the master elecdo-locks 
ran beneath the corridor door just outside Ids cell. 
If he could drill tluough die floor of Ids cell, out 
beneadi its wall, he could short-circidt die cables as 
Idiiii Ivan had done, and thus nidock all their cell 
doors. 

He had notldng to drill with. They had all been 
thorougldy searched with the scanner wiien they 
were locked in. His cell contained notldng but die 
fiber and clay dishes for food and water, and a dat 
metal bunlc. But Captain Futiue liad managed to 
unbolt one of the metal rods that supported Ids 
bindc. It was of liarder metal than the floor. 

P ATIENTLY. Cmt had shaped the end of 
tlds rod into a drill b\' grinding it against Ids 
bunk-edge. For days now', he had been using it to 
drill sin'ieptidously tlaough Ids cell-door tow'ard 
die lock cables. He coidd work oidy in moments 
when die guards were not direcdy w'atcldng Idin. 
But Ids hopes were fast rising as he felt Idmself 
nearing the \ital cables. 

Sudderdy the roirgli voice of Grabo. the Joiiari, 
interrupted Curt's tensely hopeflil w'ork. 

"Fetch Captain Futme out of Ids cell." die Jo\iari 
pirate was ordering die two girards in die corridor. 
"Ivirii Ivan's orders." 

Curl Newton's heart sank. Had diey discovered 
Ids secret labors? 

His cell door was uidocked separately. He liad 
already liasdly secreted Ids drill by restoring it to 
posidori as a support of die burdc. Curt stepped 
obediently into die corridor, the two girards 
covering 1dm widi die guns. 

The red-haired plarieteer looked at Grabo widi 
cool inqidiv'. "Wliat does liiiii Ivan want with me?" 

"You'll drid out on the bridge," the Jovian 
arisw'ered liarsldy. "Get nioiing. One of you girards 
come along to cover Idrn. " 

Grabo Idrnself was not armed. Brawis among the 
mutineers dming the first days liad residted in so 


mari\' killings tliat Idirn Ivan liad decreed tliat ordy 
die girards of die prisoners slioidd hencefordi cany 
atom-guns. 

Cur t w'alked calridy ahead of die Jovian and the 
watcliftd guard, up to the bridge-room. Old Tiddus 
Tliuim was in the pilot-cliair. The hoary Satimuan 
crindnal looked nervous, and diere was a w'onied 
ejqiressiori on big ILirii Ivan's massive red face. 
Morernos was arguing angrily widi them. 

The broad sheet of the pilot-window, above the 
complex instnmient panel, framed a glittering vista 
of interstellar space. The firmament was a great 
drift of stars, amid widch die widte spark of Alplia 
Centami shone like a beacon in a direcdori dead 
ahead. 

Curt Newiori's pracdsed eyes, riodced at once the 
driy red lights wirddng and flasliing on the 
instnmient- panel, and the buzzers wiiiriirig. 

"Futme. we need some help." liini Ivan told 
Cmt blundy. "We're running into sornetliing out 
here, 1 don't know wiiat. Tuldus Tliirmi can't figiu'e 
it out, eidier." 

"1 never did any piloting outside die System 
before." angrily defended the old Saturniari pirate. 
"Everwdiing is cockeyed out here beyond the Line." 

"You've been out here in deep space before, 
Euture." liim Ivan said to Cmt. "Can you figme out 
wiiafs got our instrmiierits acting crazv’?" 

"Suppose 1 do. will you timi around and go back 
to land us on Pluto?" Captain Eutme demanded. 

I T WAS Joan's safety he was drinking of 
There was a chance diat he coidd bargain 
them into at least releasing the girl. 

Before Kim Ivan coidd reply, Morernos 
answered for liirn. The venomous \'eriusiari 
mmderer tlnust Ids head tow'ard Cmt like a striking 
sw'ariip adder of Ids native world, as he Idssed: 

"No! You're not dictadng to anybody now. 
future! You'll eidier help us out or we'll blast you 
down here and riowi " 

"Go ahead and blast. " Cmt retorted. "It w'orit get 
you out of yom doubles. And I'ou'll have plenty of 
trouble, pilodng deep space." 

He w'as bluffing, dying to Idgh-pressiu'e dieni 
into agreeing to die bargain he had proposed. And 
Idiiii Ivan called Ids bluff. 

"You're not fooling anybody. Captain futme," 
said the big Mardari. "You won't let dds sldp be 
wiecked for lack of yom help. Because if it's 
wiecked, the Randall girl dies - and you tldrilc 
plerit>' of her." 
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Cml winced. It was tine. They held a himip card 
in die fact that Joan's safety was tied up with that of 
the slip. 

"Let me see diose instiimients," Cmt said 



GRAG 


shoitly, admitting defeat. He still liad lis secret 
plan of escape, he was tliinlcing. 

Old Tullius Thuun began a voluble explanation. 
"I never saw instiimients act so crazy! They 
indicate a meteor-swuim or some otiier celestial 
body near us, but tiie readings of its position they 
give ar'e impossible! " 

"That's because you're not allowing for etiier- 
diift and relativity space-wurp," Captain Fiitme told 
liini. "Out here in deep space, you liave to correct 
for tiiose factors. " 

His keen gray eyes swung along the deep baiic 
of complicated dials. The red tell-tale lights under 
four of the meteorometers w’ere blinldng. 

The readings of tiiose meteorometers show’ed tiie 
presence of a body of planetoidal dimensions, 
several hundred tiiousand miles awuy. Tliat was a 
far greater distance than the instnunents could 
actually fimction. The reading was being distorted 
b\' etiier-drift and space-wurp and must be 


corrected. 

Curt Newton hastily made rumble mental 
calculations. Trained in the routine of correction b\’ 
liis own former interstellar voyages, he rapidly 
reached a mental approximation of the true 
readings of the instnunents. 

"The body indicated by tiiose readings is realh' 
dead ahead of us!" he exclaimed. "Sluft \'oiu coiuse 
tiuee arcs to port!" 

"God!" screeched Tullius Thuiui stiffening in 
the pilot-chair and staring tluough the broad 
window with dilated, bulging eyes. 

For a heartbeat, tiiey were all fiozeri b\' wiiat 
they saw as tiie\' followed tiie old Satimuaiis gaze. 

They were looking into tiie awflil face of death. 

In tiie starry darkness fiill ahead of the hmtling 
slup. tiiere liad suddenly loomed up a spiiuung 
wxiiid. It was no more than a hundred miles in 
cEanieter. But it bulked gigantic as tiiey raced 
headlong towurd it. 

"Don't try to brake!" yelled Cmt fiantically to 
the old Satimuan. ".At tlus speed you'll pile us up." 

His wunuiig went luilieeded. Terror-stricken by 
tiie awM apparition ahead, Tirlilus Tlimui madly 
januned the brake-blast pedal to the floor. 

Next moment, the Vulcan seemed to explode 
aroiuid them. The roaring shock sent the men in the 
crowded bridge caroming into the walls. 

Captain Futiue clutched a stancluon. He heard 
tiie scream of toitiued metal coincident with the 
reverberations of the explosion. 

He dragged lurnself erect. .A dead silence 
reigned, then was broken by oatiis and cries of pain 
fiorii tiie otiier parts of tiie slup. 

Kirn Ivan, bleeding fioiii a gash on lus forehead, 
drugged lurnself indomitably to lus feet. "What's 
liapperied?" he husked dazedly. 

"The bow rocket-tubes liave back -blasted!" Cmt 
cried. "A' on can't use Ml brake-blasts at the speed 
we liad — inertia forces the blast back up tiie tubes. 
I tliinlc the laterals let go, too." 

"Look at tiiat!" shouted Boraboll. The Uranian's 
fat moon-face was a niudd\’ yellow as he pointed 
slialdh' ahead. "We're going to crash! " 

A cold liand seemed to close aroiuid Cmt 
Newton's heart as he cairght a glimpse tiuoirgh the 
broad window. The tremendoirs force of the 
disastrous brake-blast liad sharply checked the 
Vulcan's headlong rush towurd tiie planetoid ahead. 
But tiie crippled slup was still falling omvard. 

The micliarted little wxirld already filled half tiie 
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stall'}' heavens before them. The tlhii, feeble light 
from the distant Siin vaguely illmninecl it. Dark, 
dense forests were visible upon it. .And at one point 
on its smface, a gieat bed of smouldeiiiig volcanoes 
filing a Imid red glow. 

"Tills is yoiu' fault!" roared Ivim Ivan to the 
tenified old Satimiian. 

"1 lost my head!" sluilled Tulilus Thuun. "1 
jammed the brake-blast pedal before 1 realized." 

Captain Futme jiuuped to the inteiphone. He 
called hie cyc-room: "'WTiat happened down tliere? 
Did hie tail -tubes go, too?" 

The scared, hoarse voice of hie mutineer in 
charge of the cyc-room answered Mm. "We got a 
dozen dead men down here-half the eyes blew up 
when hie bow and lateral tubes back-blasted! The 
tail-tubes didn't give way, though hiey seem to be 
badly shained. " 

" Switch hie pow’er of hie remaining eyes into hie 
tail rocket-tubes!" ordered Cmt. "Then get out of 
the cyc-room!" 

He tinned and liaihed the stiumed old Satimiian 
out of hie pilot-cliair . "Give me hiose conhols." 

M OREMOS leaped foiward, deadly 
suspicion on liis face. "Wait a minute. 
Futme ! You're not pihliiig an\' of yom hicks ! " 

"Tiicks, hie devil!" hanied Cmt. "We're falling 
tow’ard that planetoid, and in ten minutes we'll 
crash. We can't get away, for the bow’ and lateral 
tubes are blown, and hie tail-tubes are shained and 
can't be used for more than a few’ minutes of 
tiling." 

He w'as seahng Inmself in hie pilotchair and 
grabbing hie space-shek as he talked. "If we crash 
on that planetoid, everybody in hie sliip dies. 1 don't 
cai'e a ciu'se about you pirates. But I've got fiiends 
aboard. There's a chance 1 can make a safe 
landing." 

"Go ahead and tiy. then!" exclaimed IGiii Ivan. 
"Get back and give liiiii room, hie rest of you! " 

The Vulcan was timiing slowiy over and over in 
space as it fell at appallingly increasing speed 
tow’ard the mysteiy planetoid. Captain Futme's eyes 
tensely eshmated hie distance of hie lithe w'orld, by 
hie giaduated scale etched in the glassite window^. 
The hunched-mile sphere now tilled most of the 
fnmament. The edges of its dark green mass were 
linimed by a haze hiat told of a tliin ahiiospliere. 

Supeihiuiian tension giipped the w'atclhng 
criminals as the slip fell on towai'd doom. Ciut's 


brown face was like rock. Ihs liands holchng hie 
space-stick in hie rigidly upright position hiat 
w\')ihd fire the tail rocket-tubes when he depressed 
hie cyc-pedal. 

"We're going to liit in a minute!" ciuavered fat 
Boraboll. 

.A wild scream came to hieir eai's from the low’er 
part of hie sliip. The mad sluiek of Jolui Rollinger. 

",Ai'e you going to let us crash without even 
hying?" roared Grabo to Captain Futme. 

The falling Vulcan w’as only miles above the 
smface of hie uncliarted planetoid. They were 
nisliing down toward a convexity of gieen jungle in 
hie center of wiiicli glowed hie evil red volcanoes 
and lava-beds. 

.Air wliished outside the plmiging slip, in a 
rising roar. It was still timiing over, as it fell. 
Captain Futme waited for one more tiini. 

"Do somehing, you fool!" yelled Boraboll in 
teiror. 

"We're falling towai'd those volcanoes! " shouted 
another of the mutineers. The iron-neived IGiii h'an 
silenced hieni. "Shut up and let liiiii alone! " 

The volcanic region of hie mysteiy planetoid 
shetclied only a few miles beneath hie plmmnehng 
slip. The center of the infeinal activity w^as a 
double row of huge black craters separated by a 
stupendous cliasni. From the craters fiowed Imid 
crimson cataracts of molten rock that crept 
sluggislhy down tow^ard vast black beds of solid- 
cnisted lava. 

Ciu't Newlon was eshmahng their speed of fall 
by split-seconds. He knew tliat the tail-tubes upon 
wdicli all depended wmid stand but a few’ moments 
of filing before hieir shained w’alls exploded. It 
required all hie superb spaceman's nerve to w’ait for 
hie Vulcan to tmn once more. Yet he waited, till the 
instnmients showed its tail pointed shaiglit down. 

Cm t's foot instantly jammed hie cyc-pedal to the 
floor. The roar of raving pow’er that lanced 
downw’ard fioiii the tubes fimig Mni deep in the 
pilot-cliair and jammed the ohiers against hie w’all. 
The hihl of hie crippled sMp grated and screamed 
fi'oiii hie shock of deceleration. 

"We're going to land in that lava ! " cried Grabo. 

.APT AIN FUTURE saw' hie glowing red 
river hiat fiow’ed from tw'o volcanoes 
irisliing up tow'ard hieni. It was shaiglit beneahi hie 
slowing slip. 

His hands hashed desperately to the baihc of 
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individual rocket-tube tluottles. He cut the tubes on 
hie starboard side of hie tail. 

The off-balance tluust of the remaining tubes 
sent the falling Vulcan hucliing to port. It sagged 
down toward hie black lava beds beyond hie fiery 
river. Instanhy, Cmt cut in all the tail-tubes again. 

Crash! Crash! The flaming tail of the slup came 
to rest upon the solid crust of lava. In a flash, he cut 
all tubes. The slup toppled over on its side and lav 
still. 

"Good God, what a landing!" choked old Tiilhus 
Tliiiun, hoarsely. 

Cmt Newton, liis face liaggard and chipping with 
perspiration from superhmnan strain, suddenly 
raised Iris liand. "Listen!" 

The momentary silence that had follow'ed hie 
lanchng of hie Vulcan was broken b\’ ominous 
cracldng sounds beneath hie slup. The proshate 
vessel shuddered violently as hie cracldng soiuids 
became louder 

"\A/^‘res!n!<jng Into thelava!" yelled a muhneer's 
wild voice. "The ship's weight is cracking the solid 
cru^ - It's going to sink Into the rrdten rock 
beneath! " 

With the cry came a louder cracldng. and a sharp 
lurclung of the slup There wus a screech of rending 
metal plates. Scorclung, superheated air laden with 
choking sihphmous fiuiies hooded up tluough the 
slup. 

"She's going huough the crust now!" bellow^ed 
IGiii Ivan. "(!)ut ofhie slup, everybody!" 

The mutineers scrambled madly dowii towurd 
the space-door of hie cyc-deck. .All else was 
forgohen in hie wild inshnct to escape. 

Cmt Newton fought lus way dowii hie 
compamonway with the scrambling convicts. But it 
was towurd the mid-deck he was struggling. 

He paused briefly outside its door to fling hie 
switch of hie master elecho-conhol. Then he 
plunged into the cell-deck corridor. The guard in it 
had aready fled. 

"Joan! Ezra!" Cmt cried choldngly tluough hie 
swirling smoke. "We've got to get out of here!" 

Figiues were stmiibling out of hie mhocked 
cells, slipping upon the tilted floor, gasping as hiey 
breahied hie scorclung sulphiuous air. 

Cmt foiuid the staggering figiue of Joan and 
steadied her with lus arm. Ezi'a Giuney's grizzled 
face appeared huough hie smoke, a big bruise upon 
lus cheek and lus faded eyes wild. 

"Name o' the Siui. wiiat liappened?" he was 


crying. 

The Brain's w^eird foiiii hashed like a fl>ing cube 
huough the swirling fiuiies to Cmt's side, liastily 
followed by Cmt and Ohio. 

"Yomig Rill Quili was stmuied b\' hie shock — 
he's King in lus cell! " cried Simon. 

"I'll get lurn!" Captain Fiitiue yelled. "Ezra, get 
Joan to the space-door! Ohio, see to McClinton and 
hie crew-men!" 

He plmiged back to Rih Quili's cell and picked 
up the luiconscious yomig Mercmian. .A sharper 
huch ofhie settling slup staggered luiii as he did so. 

The sulphiuous air was choldng lurn. As hie 
fought up the tilted floor toward the door, he 
glimpsed the dazed McChnton and other crewiiien 
being rushed b\' (!)hio toward hie exit. Grag was 
coolly waiting for Cmt. Tluough the mad uproar, a 
sluieking of mad lairghter smote their ears. 

"Rollinger's back there!" Ciut gasped. "Grag!" 

T he great robot, who did not breahie and 
wus not affected by hie overpowering 
fiuiies and heat, was already clanking back to the 
madman's cell. He retmned quickly, clutclung the 
insanely shuggling scientist. 

They tmnbled down to the space-door. .As they 
reached it. a idolent dowauvard movement of the 
sirhdng Vulcan huew’ them out. 

Cmt lut a siuface of rough lava that was so 
searingly hot tliat he cried out. He staggered up 
with Rih Quili. Blinded by swirling smoke, 
scorched by almost miendiuable heat, he glimpsed 
crevices cracldng open in the solid crust aroiuid the 
slup. Fiery red lava gushed from beneath. 

"Tlus way. Cluef!" boomed Grag's tremendous 
voice. 

Captain Fiitiue shirggled forivard. The vague 
figiues of lus friends and of hie fleeing mutineers 
were dimly visible in the smoke ahead. 

Crack! The crust of lava shook \iolenhy mider 
their feet. Ciut tiuiied and tluough the smoke he 
glimpsed hie Vlucan's black liirll sinldng swiftly 
into the lussing molten rock beneath hie solid crust. 

He stmnbled on. choking, scorched, half- 
blinded. Presenhy the air seemed a little piuer. .And 
hien it was no longer hot, jagged lava mider lus 
feet, but black soil. He had reached hie edge of the 
lai'a-bed and was standing upon gromid that sloped 
gently in the dusly light towurd a distant wall of 
weird jmigle. 

ICiiii Ivan and the mutineers wiio had escaped 
were standing here, but hiey paid no attenhon in 
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tills moment to Captain Fntme and Ins gionp. The 
convicts were staring stiickenly ont across the 
smoking lava-field. 

Cmt Newton tinned and looked. (!)nt tliere in the 
smoke, he saw tlie cmved black hull of tlie Vulcan 
finally disappearing beneath the cracked crust. A 
pool of molten lava glowed redly where it liad 
been. 

"She's gone." muttered the big Martian pirate. 

A heav\' silence followed, luibroken for long 
minutes. The appalling enormity of the disaster was 
coming home to them all. 

Captain Fntm e felt an iciness in Iris heart tliat he 
had never before experienced, as he realized their 
situation. 

The\' were marooned here on an imcliaited 
island of space, more than fom billion miles 
outside tire Solar System. A mere iiiricnowu speck 
in tlie void, to wlrich no otlier slrip woirid ever 
come. 

They were utterly witlioiit tools or weapons. 
■And, worst of all. he and Iris fiiends and the girl he 
loved liad as fellow castaways more tlian a hnndi'ed 
of tlie most dangerous criminals of tlie nine worlds, 
every' one of whom cherished a bitter eimiiri' 
toward Irim. 


CH.APTER VI 


Mystery Planetoid 


fioiii the seetlring craters, and tliere was a low. 
continiioiis growling and quivering of the ground 
beneath them. 

Cmt Newlori felt a cold drill, despite the 
siilplimoiis warmth of the air. It was so terribly 
isolated from tlie universe of man, tlris drifting 
speck of land in the vast, shoreless sea of outer 
space. And they were so utterly imeqiripped to deal 
with whatever alien perils it might hold. 

Fie felt Joan slriver inside the protecting cicle of 
Iris arm, and looked down anxiously at her. 

"Yorire all right. Joan? Tliat shock jar yon when 
we crashed?" 

"It didn't hmt rue." Her face w'as very pale, her 
eyes dark and wide as she looked up at Iririi. "I'm 
just scared. 1 guess. Tlris weird, forbidding place - 
that we'll never get aw'ay fiorii. " 

"Never is a long time." Cmt said qiiicldy. "Don't 
worry about it now'. Joan." 

"Oh, Cmt. yon /cncvi/ w'e're marooned here 
permanently!" Her voice broke in a sob. "We've no 
slrip. no weapons, no tools." 

Captain Fntme coirid not answ'er that. His arm 
tightened almost fiercely around her. as though in 
protection against what was to come. The 
Fiitmernen and their allies, like the mass of Frirn 
Ivan's mutineers, were still staring frozerriy at the 
lava-beds in wlrich the slrip had perished. 

"Did anyone manage to salvage an\ilring fiorn 
tire slrip?" Cmt asked tliern. 

George McClinton, tire lanlc\' \'onng engineer, 
w'as tire only one to answ'er. He pointed hesitarrtly 
down at a fiber case at Iris feet. 

"1 g-g-grabbed tliat up as 1 r-r-ran ont of the 
slrip." he stammered. 

"What is it? A tool-kit?" Cmt Newton demanded 
qiricldy. 

McClinton's spectacled face looked abashed in 
fire red light. "N-no, it's only a c-c-case ofp-prmies. 
1 j-jnst happened to see it in the s-s-siipply-roorn 
door as 1 w'ent past." 

"Blast me down!" swore old Ezra Gmney 
fiuionsly. "Of all tire crazv', useless firings to snatch 
np. that's the limit!" 

A bmst of laughter rose fiorn the others at 
McClinton's shame-faced admission. It came fiorn 
the mutineers as well as the Entmemen's party, and 
it was hysterically loud. It was a reaction on the 
part of all fiorn fiieir own terririing thoughts, fiieir 
realization of the appalling situation in wlrich fiiey 
stood. 



NIGHT was creeping 
fire little w'orld, fire 
day deepening into 
darkness as fire 
star of the distarrt Sirrr 
ank berreath the horizorr. 
fire broodirrg black 
irr the distarrce. arr 
irrcarnry babble of w'eird 
uurnal or bird calls carrre to 
he ears of the strickerr 
xistawa\rs. 

Their faces were drawir 
arrd haggard irr fire huid red light fiorrr the 
volcarroes. Erorrr firose towerirrg black craters irr fire 
east, evil-glowirrg rivers of rnolterr lava crept 
coristarrtly dowirw'ard like crawlirrg srrakes of fire. 
Showers of bmrrirrg ashes shot np ever arrd agairr 
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It eased diat frozen tension a little. Men relaxed 
enough fioin their stiunred ligiditv' of mind and 
body to inspect their biuns and bruises. .And Ivim 
Ivan shode out and timred to face the mutineers. 

"Did any of yon bring atom-giuis out of die sliip 
with yon?" the big Martian pirate demanded. 

Ciut stiffened. He realized instantly what w^as in 
lAini Ivan's mind. 

B ut none of die mutineers answered in the 
affniiiative to die question. Grabo. die 
Jovian, growled die explanation of die lack of gnus. 

"You w’oiddn't let an\’ of us wear atom-pistols in 
the sldp." he snarled, "for fear we'd kill each other 
in brawis. .And diere wasn't any time to go digging 
diem out of die arsenal-room wiieii the sldp 
crashed. " 

Ivim Ivan's voice rose to a roar. "Don't take diat 
sidk>' tone with me. I'm still boss here! There may 
not be an atom-gun on tins w'orld, but I can beat die 
ears off any pair ofyou with iiiy bare fists!" 

None of the mutineers took up die redoubtable 
Martian's cliallenge. But Grag's big metal figiue 
moved clanldngly forward. 

"Do you tliirilc you can beat the ears off rre?" 
rumbled the great robot. 

lAirii Ivan faced the robot widi an unfiincliirig 
scowl. "I know you're sfi'onger than any foiu of us," 
he admitted belligerenly to Grag. "But there's more 
than a hundred of us. remember tliat. We can pidl 
you dowai, big and tough as you are." 

New tension sprang into being, as die mutineer's 
hatred and antagonisni tow’ard die Futmemen's 
part}' came again to the fore. Cmt Newton realized 
diat it would not take much to precipitate a 
sfiiiggle. 

"It seems to me," liis cool voice cut in. "that 
we've had enough for one day without trying to kill 
each otiier right now." 

IGm Ivan rougldy agi'eed. "We're gi'oggy and 
tired, and some of us are hmt. .And there's notliirig 
to be gained by a scrap now. We'll get some rest, 
and see how diirigs stand in die morning." 

The tension diriiiriished. With little fmtlier talk, 
die castaw'ays dropped to die w’aim ground and 
sfietched out exliaustedly. 

Curt and Iris fiierids kept at a little distance from 
die mutineers. He noticed diat ICiiii Ivan liiniself 
was not sleeping, but was keeping \igilant w'atch 
from where he sat. 

Captain Futiu'e pillowed Joan's head on liis biee. 


"Try to get some sleep. Joan." 

"M-m-maybe I could g-g-get some moss or 
leaves fiom tliat jungle, to m-m-niake a bed for 
her." sirggested George McClinton anxiously. 

"No. it's bad business to go bhindeiing into an 
alien interplanetaiy forest b\' night," Curt answered. 
"A' oil never know what queer kind of creatiue is 
w’aiting for you." 

Silence and darbiess held die makesliift camp of 
smiivors. No one felt like talking, and most were 
already exliaustedly sleeping. The ordy sounds were 
die medley of uncaruu' calls fioiii die starlit jungle, 
and die low' nmibling of die distant volcanoes. Now' 
and dien die ground quivered slightly under them, 
with a low. muted growiing. 

Captain Future looked dow'ii at Joan's dark head, 
upon lus knee. She was sleeping, her face wiute in 
die starlight. He perceived that Grag, who never 
slept, was standing w'atch nearb\' like an immobile 
metal statue. 

Jolui Rollinger was not sleeping. The crazed 
bioplu'sicist was looking toward the distant jungle 
in an attitude of intent listening. 

"Rollinger. w'hafs the matter?" Cmt asked in 
low tones. 

The Eaitlmian tmned dazed eyes tow'ard luni. "I 
hear voices talkirrg, inside ni\' head. I'm afiaid. 
There's sorrebody on this world. " 

"There's no one here," Curt soodied. "Go to 
sleep. A' oil liaven't arwtliing to be afiaid of" 

The Brain liad been brooding silently nearby. 
Like Grag, Simon never slept. Now he glided to 
Captain Future's side, and wliispered. 

"Lad, I've been tliinlcing about tliis planetoid," he 
said. "There's sonietliing puzzling about it. I mean, 
all diis volcanic and seismologic activity. There 
shoiddn't be volcanisni on a w'orld diis small." 

Curt was grimly amused. "Same old Simon! .All 
om predicament means to you is just an intriguirig 
scientific problem." 

T he BR.AIN'S metallic w'liisper was cold 
and annoyed. "If rii\' reasoning is right, tlus 
particidar scientific problem has an important 
bearing on om present predicament. Lad, \'ou saw 
die meteorometer readings on diis planetoid before 
we crashed on it. Can you remember its 
approximate mass, direction and speed of drift, and 
distance fioriidie System?" 

Captain Eutme was puzzled. "I tliirilc I can. 
dioirght I don't see why it's so important. The mass 
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of it is two-tliousands-Eaitli, position is slightly 
over torn' billion miles from hie edge of hie System, 
and its drift is almost shaiglit toward the System at 
ten miles a second velocity — " 

Cmt stopped siiddeihy. as Ihs keen scienhfic 
mind abruptly realized the significance of the data 
he was qiiohng. 

"Good Lord, Simon, 1 didn't see it before! Tliis 
planetoid is approaclhng hie Limit!" 

"Yes, lad," rasped the Brain. ",^1x1 that accounts 
for its volcanic achvity." 

Cmt Newton was appalled. The oniinoiis fact to 
wlhcli the Brain liad called liis attenhon made hieir 
predicament vastly more menacing. 

In taut wliispers, he and Simon Wright discussed 
it with feverish intensity as hie night horns passed. 
Between hiese two master-scienhsts sped 
wihspered foiiiiulae, equations and coiTechons, as 
hiey sought to solve mentally a problem wiiicli was 
of direst import. 

The sk\' in the 'east' began to lighten at last. ,A 
growing pallor crept across hie staiiy heavens. ,'\rid 
with it came a sliaiper, more violent henior of hie 
ground beneath hieni. The shock and hie giinding 
roar brought the sleeping castaways into alarmed 
wakeflhness. 

"Cmt, wiiafs liappeihiig?" Joan's small hand 
clutched Ihs sleeve as she awakened. 

"It's orhy a shonger seisnhc henior," he 
reassmedher. "Butifs sim-iise now\ Joan." 

The Sun came up as a bright, hriy disk hardly 
larger than a very brilliant star. It cast a feeble 
daylight across hie alien landscape of smoldng 
volcanoes, black lava-beds, and distant green 
jmigles. 

IGm Ivan stood, looking grimly around the 
unfriendly vista. The other niiihneers were getting 
to their feet, staring about in cUsnial silence. 

"Tlhs is a devil of a place to be marooned in," 
muttered Grabo, the squat Jovian. 

IGrii Ivan slmigged. "It's better than 
Interplanetary Prison, anyway. There'll be fruits and 
riieat-arhmals in that jungle. We can live here 
indefrrhtely." 

Captain Futme grimly conhadicted the big 
pirate. "W'e can't live here indefrrhtely. Tlhs little 
wv'rld isn't going to e<ist indefirhtely. " 

The big Martian fiowiied at Ihm. "What do you 
mean?" 

"1 mean that in a little more than two riioritlis, 
tlhs planetoid will be slrattered and deshoyed," 


retorted Cmt. 

"Bair, wiiat are yoir hying to do, scare us?" 
scoffed Kim Ivan, incredihoirsly. 

Morenros, eyeirrg Cmt Newton hateMly, Ihssed: 
"Wh oirght to settle hiese cursed Futmemen right 
here and now^ 1 say, let's rid omselves of them for 
good. ,A11 except hie girl." 

Captain Futme rarely lost Ihs temper. But at the 
evil implication in the \'enusian's last w’ords, and at 
the sudden pallor that came into Joan Randall's 
face, Cmt's bronzed face went a dull red. 

His voice was low and steady, but Ihs gray eyes 
w'ere fiery as he pronhsed the \'enusian nimderer: 

"Morenios, wiieii the time conies you are going 
to pay for hiat suggestion withyom' life." 

The mutineers started tlueaterhngly forward, and 
Grag and Ohio sprang instantly to Cmt's side. But 
Iviiii Ivan inteiw erred roiiglhy. 

"Cut yom blasts!" he bellowed to Ihs glaring 
followers. Then, with eyes nanow'ed suspiciously, 
he snapped to Cmt: "Wliafs tlhs story of yours 
about tlhs planetoid exploding in two months?" 

C APTAIN FUTURE slowiy withdr'ew' Ihs 
fianhng gaze fiorii the \'eriusiari. He 
erqilairied in short, grim sentences. 

"Tlhs planetoid is becoming internally unstable. 
That is because it is chifling tow’ard om Solar 
Syrstem. The gravitational influence of om System 
is sethrig up seismic shairis inside its mass. The 
quakes and volcarhc activity here are due to Arose 
interior strains. They'll become worse as it di'aws 
nearer the System. 

"Two riiorihis fiorii now, tlhs planetoid will be 
so near hie System that its hdal shains will bmst it 
asunder. Roche's Limit, wihch deteiiiiines the 
critical distance at wihch a celestial body nearing a 
larger bod\' will burst into fragments, operates in 
hie case of hhs worldlet as hioiigh the wiiole 
Syrstem w'ere one gi'eat body it was approaclhng. " 

Ihiiii Ivan seemed baffled by Captain Future's 
scientific reference, and hiere was still shorig 
skepticism on Ihs battered red face. 

He tmned tow'ard Boraboll, hie Urarhan. "What 
about that, Boraboll? You had a scientific 
educahon. Does Future's claim make sense?" 

The fat Urarhari's moonlike yellow face twitched 
with fear, and Ihs voice was husly'. "It's hue that 
Roche's Liriht will operate for the wiiole System as 
hioiigh for one bod\', in affechng an unstable 
planetoid like hhs. If tlhs planetoid gets niiich 
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nearer tlian foiu' billion miles, it will biust. " 

Old Tullius Tlmiur added a sluill w'ord. "Tliis 
planetoid isn't a lot more tlian tliat from the System 
now. according to wiiat oiii' instruments read before 
we crashed. And it's heading toward the System, all 
right." 

"Then Futiu'e's right," gasped Boraboll. terrified. 
"My God, tliis little w'orld is going to biust mider us 
intwomontlis!" 

The panic of the fat Uranian cominced the other 
mutineers as notlung else would liave done. They 
looked at each otlier in fear. 

"Name o' tlie Siui!" exclaimed Ezra Giuney. "1 
didn't tliinlc last night tliat we could be in a worse 
jam, but tlus makes it plenty worse." 

Even big liim Ivan looked a little appalled. He 
muttered, "That's luck for you - cast awuy on a 
planetoid that'll erqilode beneath us in a few’ 
weeks." 

Cmt Newton spoke incisively. "We've got just 
one chance. That is to get awuy fiom here before 
the catasti'ophe occius." 

"Get away?" echoed tlie big Martian blanldy. 
"How the devil can we get awaW We've got no slip 
now. " 

"Wliich means," retorted Captain Eutme, "that 
oiu only cliance of life is to build a slip." 

IGm Ivan stared. "Build a slip, when we don't 
have a single tool or piece of equipment? Build a 
spacesliip, with oiu bare hands?" 

"He's ra\ing." growied Grabo. "A spacesliip 
takes tons of metal plates and girders, glassite for 
instnmients and ports, copper for cables and coils, 
refiactoiy alloy for rocket-tubes, and about forty 
other elements for tlie cyclotrons, fiiel and otlier 
parts. .And we've just got oiu fingers!" 

"We've got OIU fingers, and oiu brains." Ciut 
corrected. "We've got fire acciuiiulated biowledge 
of centimes of e:qieiinienters. fiom tlie first cave- 
man who made a stone liammer on up to 
yesterday. " 

His eyes fiashed. "Why shouldn't we be able to 
start fi'om scratch? The primitive peoples of tlie 
remote past did. .All the raw elements we need 
should be present on tliis w'orld. .And if w'e have 
coiuage and skill enough to wrench them fiee and 
build with them, we can save oiuselves." 

His intensity seemed to make an impression 
upon file ofiiers. The mutineers listened as though 
clutclung at a precarious stiaw of hope. 

But old Tullius Thuiui shook liis head. He 


muttered. "Nobody lias ever built an\tlung as 
complicated as a spacesliip fiom scratcli, in fire 
wiiole liistoiy of the S\isteni." 

"It's never been done." Ciut admitted, "but tliat 
doesn't say it can't be done. " 


CH.APTER Vn 


The Tangle-Tree 



SOMETHING of Ciut 
iNewion's diiiing piupose 
Jseenied to conmiiuiicate 
jitself to fire doubting 
i mutineers. They might hate 
* tliis red-liaired planeteer, 
^but they were nevertheless 
5 impressed b\' liiin. 

It was at such moments 
'that Captain Eutiue's 
genius for leaderslup 
Sasseited itself The Brain 
was more deeply versed in 
scientific lore than he. Grag w^as sti'onger than he 
w'as, and Ofiio swifter. But he was leader of the 
Eutiuemen because of liis indomitable will and 
coiuage. 

"If anybody could build a sliip out of nofiiing. 
wiiich I still doubt, you Eutiuemen nia\'be could." 
muttered Kim Ivan. 

"It's worth trying!" Boraboll exclaimed 
ner’vously. "Anyfiiing's better than just sitting here 
w’aifing to die." 

A general miuniiu of agreement came fi om the 
mufineers. .Appalled as fiiey were by fire \ista of 
approacliing doom, fiie\' grasped at any straws 

"There's just one filing." Ciut said incisively. "If 
we Eutiuemen are to try building a sliip, we must 
liave absolute freedom of action and must have 
authority to conuiiand fire assistance of all of you." 

Morenios fiared at tliat. "Me take orders fi'oni 
yon, Eutiue? Not in a million years!" 

"By God, you'll take orders from rr^" roared 
liini Ivan to the green-faced Venusian. ".And I'm 
agreeing to Eutiue's conditions. We can't reasonaby 
erqiect liini to acliieve tliis feat without fire help of 
us all." 

"Ifs all a lot of nonsense." sluilled old TiiMus 
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Thuiui skeptically. "Nobody can build a spacesliip 
out o' notliing. It just can't be done." 

"Suppose we do manage to build a sliip and get 
away? Wliattlien?" Grabo demanded suspiciously. 

Cml was ready for tliat. "Then \'ou'll agree to set 
myself and my friends down on some inlmbited 
world ofdre System." 

He knew better tliair to demand more. If he could 
once assiue Joan's safety, the pursuit of die 
mutineers could be taken up later. 

"1 agree to tiiat. Future." said IGm Ivan 
promptly. "Now how do we start?" 

For a moment, even Captain Future was daunted 
b\' that question. It made liirn realize to the fltil tiie 
appall magnitude of the tiling tiiey were about to 
attempt. 

How did you start building a big. complicated 
space slup when you had literally notiirng but yoiu 
bare liands? He groaned mentally as he envisioned 
tile complexit}' of thousands of massive and 
delicate parts winch must be correctly fabricated 
and assembled to form a navigable vessel. 

It wouldn't do to show doubt. He quicldy looked 
aroiuid the hostile, alien \ista of the mystery 
planetoid. 

"Oin first step necessarily must be to establish 
safe h\irig-qirarters for omselves and investigate 
for food," he declared. "Then we'll make 
preliminary' smvey for soiu'ces of the raw materials 
we'll need." 

IGrii Ivan assented to tiiat with a nod. "I'm 
hungry already, and getting more so by the minute." 

George McClinton had opened lus fiber case of 
prunes. The larik\'. spectacled engineer stopped 
munclung tiie chied fiuit to inquire: 

".Anybody w-w-want some prunes? TlieVre very 
ri-ri-riourislung." 

"Not until I'm hungrier tliari 1 am now, will 1 eat 
tiiose dangedtiungs," growled Ezr'a Gmney. "When 
you was snatclun' up sometluri. why didn't you 
snatch up a case of beef or sometiiin' like tiiat?" 

Captain Future and ICiiii Ivan, after a brief 
colloquy, had decided that tiiey must find a suitable 
spot for a base nearer to the jiuigle. From tiie jmigle 
must come wiiatever food tiiey could glean. And 
tiie sulphmous air tiiat clung over tiiese lava-beds 
made proximity to them luipleasant. 

T he wiiole party started tow’ard the jmigle. 
Its green wall w'as less tlian a half-mile 
away. They could see birds or winged creatmes 


flitting above tiie roof of the forest, and deduced the 
presence of a varied aniriial life fi orii tiie calls and 
noises tiiey had heard dming tiie night. 

Joan asked Curt an earnest question as tiiey 
tramped foiw'ard. "Cmt. is it really possible to build 
a slup'^ 1 know you could do it if anybody coirld, 
but can anybody do that?" 

"Joan 1 don't biow'." he admitted. "But om lives 
liang on the answ'er. and it's up to us to find out. " 

"If we had unlimited time and materials, it might 
be done," remarked tiie Brain pessimistically. "But 
to do it in two montlis, with no tools to begin with 
and ciiminals for w'orkers 

Grag's deep voice shouted from beliind them, 
iiiteirupting. "Hey, (lliief tiiis crazy Rollinger won't 
come along." 

The crazed scientist, whom Cml liad deputed 
Grag to keep an eye on. w^as refiising to accompany 
tiie part}' tow’ard the jmigle. Rollinger's liaggard 
face was distorted by overpow’ering fear, and liis 
eyes were wild as he babbled objection. 

"1 won't go there!" he cried, peering tenifiedly 
toward the distant jungle. "Th^ are tiiere - the 
riiight\' ones. 1 heard Them spealdng last night, in 
riiy mind. They brow we are here, and They don't 
like it." 

"Who's he talking about?" Grag asked puzzledly, 
as Cml and Otiio and Joan came back. 

"He's just raving again." Otiio commented. 

Rollinger's voice rose to a sluill pitch. "They 
w’ained last night tiiat we must not stay here, tiiat 
They will Idll us if we do ! " 

"Pick luiii up and bring liim along, Grag," 
ordered Curt. "We can't delay now to sootiie Idrii." 

Rollinger struggled frantically, but was like a 
cldlcl in tiie grip of the great robot. 

"Do you suppose there really could be 
intelligent, malign life on tins w'orld?" Joan asked 
Cmt. ^ 

"1 doubt it. We've seen no signs of intelligent life 
here so far," Captain Eutme replied. "(Df comse. 
we're likely to find some very queer plant and 
aidnial life here, for fids planetoid doesn't belong 
to oiu' own System. It's a wanderer of tiie 
interstellar void, a tin\' planet tiiat must long ago 
liave been torn away somehow' fioiii its parent sun." 

He continued thoirghtfiilly. "Perhaps it lias 
drifted tlirough space for ages. Undoubtedly it has a 
radioactive core tiiat has fiuiiished sufficient 
w'aimtii to support life on its surface. Evolution 
might take some w'eird patiis upon a little, isolated 
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woildlet like tliis." 

The gi'een wall of the jiuigle loomed before them 
in the feeble da\iight. 

The castaways lialted and stood silently looldng 
at tire alien, grotesque forest. 

It was composed cliiefly of towering hee-ferns, 
whose colossal fronds were interlaced by lianas aird 
vines. Thonw' inrderbinsh decked with brilliant 
scarlet and yellow flowers, aird big pale-green 
mosses choked much of tire space between the 
trimlcs of tire mighty ferns. 

"There's some kiird of a iratmal clearing in 
tliere." liim Ivan reported to Ciut. "Warrt to go in 
and look it over?" 

Captain Future rrodded, and he and the big 
Martian pushed tlieir way beneath tire shadow of 
the towering fenrs. The air was hot and steamy 
inside tire jirrrgle, arrd rrrarry transparerrt-wirrged 
irrsects flashed aboirt therrr. 

"Makes yoir tlrirrlc of Are Joviarr forests, arrd yet 
everytlrirrg is differerrt," ICirn Ivarr said soberly. 
".Air. here we are." 

The\' errrerged irrto Are rratiual clearirrg that lay a 
little witlrirr Are jirrrgle. It was actually a low' broil, 
a few yards liiglr arrd several hirrrdred yards irr 
diameter. 

N othing gr'ew witlrirr tliis clearirrg except 
a few' dozerr gigarrAc cacA. The\' w'ere 
dark, banel-slraped growtlrs twelve feet Iriglr. 
spirreless arrd wiAr fluted sides. 

"Luck\; flrrdirrg a rratiual clearing like tlris." Kirn 
Ivan remarked. "Ifs just wirat we're looking for, 
isn't it?" 

Cml rrodded. "We carr build a stockade of fenr- 
triuAcs aroiurd it for protecAorr against possible 
beasts of prey. .Arrd it looks as thoirgh we coiAd dig 
a sprirrg at that rrroist patch of groiurd." 

He timred to go back arrd brirrg Are oArers. but 
liirrr h'arr delated Irirri with a Irarrd orr liis anrr. The 
big MarAarr pirate had arr oddly earrrest expressiorr 
orr Iris rrrassive, battered red face. 

"Futiue. wait a rnirrute. 1 got sorrretlring to tell 
you." 

Ciut looked at Irirrr keerrly. "Wirat is it?" 

IGm Ivarr scratched Iris ear. "W'ell. ifs like tliis. 1 
know you got it in for me because 1 led the iriuAny. 
Not that I'm excusing that - 1 still say arr\ilurrg's 
better Aran Interplanetary Prison. Thoirgh if Are 
boys Irad obeyed ni\' orders. Arere w'oiAdn't have 
been any killing. " 



THE BRAJN' 

Ciut Newton w'orrdered wirat tlris rambling 
introduction was leading tow'ard. "So wirat?" 

"W’ell, 1 gave you ni\' word we'd work with you 
all Are way, trying to biuld tlris sliip. arrd I'm a cliap 
wiio keeps Iris word," ICiirr Ivan w'ent orr. "But 1 
can't always control Are boys. So - watch out for 
Morenios! " 

Captain Futiue sAfferred. "Is tliat A'errusiarr 
already planing to make trouble?" 

"He Irates you like poison," ICirn Ivan said. "He 
was saying a little bit ago tlrat he'd flgiued out how' 
to get you arrd yoiu pals, wirerr the time came. .And 
I'm afraid some of Are boys would side with Iririr. I'd 
keep arr eye open for death-traps, if 1 w'as you." 

Ciut said AroirghtflAly. "1 doubt if he'd fly 
arr\ilrirrg right away, for building tlris space sliip is 
Iris orAy hope's w'ell as oius. But I'll w'atch out for 
Iris clever little traps. Arrd ArarAcs for Are w'anurrg, 
ICirri." 

"Dorr't ArarAc rrre." disclairrred Are big pirate 
bluffly. "I'rrr rrot w'onied about you for arry reasorr 
except Arat you're oiu orAy clrarrce of getArrg off 
tlus ciused little world. 1 krrow tlrat we carr't biuld a 
space slup out of rrotlArrg, but rrraybe you carr." 

They werrt back arrd broirght the rest of Are 
castaways to the clearirrg wiuch Arey had selected 
for arr errcamprnerrt. Therr Captairr Futiue issued 
orders w'luch were backed up hy ICirrr Ivan's 
authority over Are rrrutirreers. 
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"The first essential is to bnild a stockade for 
protection and to find food" he declared. "Then we 
can build huts for living-quarters, and start work 
assembling materials and tools for the sliip." 

He formed them into work and foraging parties. 
The former were to bring saplings and vines witlr 
wlfich to build a rough wall around fire clearing. 
The foraging groups were to look for finits. irnts or 
ofiier possible edibles, and bring them back to the 
Brain for inspection. 

"Ezra, yon stay here with Joan," Ciui told the old 
rnarslial. "How are yon, Rih Qirili?" 

"The irrjmed \'onng Mercmiarr lientenarrt 
gingerly touched Iris barrdaged head. "It still aches a 
little, birt I'm fit for work rrow." 

"Better take it easy," Cirrt advised. " ,Arrd, Ezra, 
keep arr eye orr Rollirrger all fire tirrre." 

J OHN ROLLINGER Irad exlribited arr almost 
pitifirl ten or of the jirrrgle, arrd Irad had to be 
dragged by Grag to tlris clearirrg. The crazed 
Earfirrrrarr rrow croitched lookirrg aboirt fire place 
with wild, scared eyes. 

Crut, Grag, (!)firo arrd George McClirrtorr fonrred 
orre of fire w’ork parties. They phrrrged irrto fire 
shadow\’ greerr jiirrgle of giarrt tree-ferns arrd 
chokirrg irrrderbnislr, irr search of siritable rrraterial 
for the stockade. 

"If we had jirst a b-b-biislr-brife, it woirld be a 1- 
lot easier." rrriurrbled fire larrlc\' Mcd’hrrtorr, who 
was rrrirrrclrirrg dried pnrrres as he rrrarched. 

"\Vh\' rrot wish for arr atomic blaster, wirile 
yoir're at it?" sirggested Ofiro. "Besides, tlris is 
wirere Grag corrres irr lrarrd\'. He carr tear irp trees by 
fire roots. Yon rrever saw arr\'body so strorrg." 

"Mearrirrg tlrat yoir're tryirrg to flatter rrre irrto 
doirrg all the work," growied Grag. "Well, it w’orr't 
go, rrr\' slippery rnbberoid frierrd." 

They were alread\' deep irr fire greerr jiurgle. Big 
tree-fenrs reared their glossy trinrlcs for fifty to sixty 
feet, bearirrg rrrasses of fiat fiorrds arrd spore-pods. 
Yet firese were rrot true pteridoph\tes at all, but fire 
result of a wirolly drffererrt lirre of plarrt evolutiorr. 
wiiiclr appeared rrot to rely orr photos\rrfiresis as a 
source of life. 

There were ofirer arrd everr strarrger trees. Huge 
orres like barryarrs reached out rrrarry leafiess lirrrbs 
from a rrrassive cerrtral trinrlc. Ofirers looked like 
big horse-tails. Club rrrosses tloiuished irr fire 
spaces betweerr the crowding hurries, arrd creepirrg 
virres w’ere everywhere. Marry of fire \irres arrd the 


fironr\' srrraller slmibs bore imfarrriliar fruits. 

Insect life was aburrdarrt. But rrrost of the wirrged 
arfirropods possessed perfectly trarrsparerrt wirrgs 
arrd were Irard to see. There w'ere rro true feafirered 
birds, but wirite. bat-wirrged creatiues were 
rrimrerous arrd rroisy irr the tree-tops. .Arrd Ciut 
Newiorr foiurd tracks arrd ofirer traces of anirrrals 
tlrat were apparerrtly several species of srrrall 
roderrts. 

"There doesrr't seerrr to be arry sigrr of large 
anirrrals," Captairr Eutiu'e declared. "Though all the 
life here is so alierrifs Irard to tell." 

George McClirrtorr's spectacled face was 
discoiuaged as he looked about fire greerr gloorrr of 
the jurrgle. 

"It's certainly w-w-wild errough." Grag was 
already at w’ork. uprooting saplings arrd rippirrg off 
big brarrehes frorrr fire tree-fenrs to be stripped irrto 
stockade-poles. The ofirer fiuee pitched irr, but fire 
huge robot had fire advarrtage here. His steel arms 
could break toirglr limbs tlrat fire ofirers could rrot 
taclde. 

Lea\irrg a trail of trirrrmed poles belrirrd Irirrr, 
Grag advarreed toward orre of fire big barryarr-like 
trees. He seized orre of its leafless, choopirrg 
brarrehes. Instarrth; the brarrch retaliated by seizrrrg 
him. It arrd ofirers of the scores of brarrehes coiled 
arourrd liirrr like toirglr plarrt-terrtacles arrd dragged 
liirri toward fire cerrtral tnurlc. 

"Hey. Clrief tlris tree's fighting back!" yelled 
Grag alanrredly. 

"It's sorrre kirrd of canrivoroiis fonrr of plarrt-life 
that carr devoiu arrimals!" Captairr Eutiu'e cried. 
"Tear tirose brarrehes away. Grag." 

"1 carr't!" shouted tire robot. "The cursed firings 
are strong as steel! It's a regular tangle-tree." 

CH.APTER Vlll 


TheCubics 

a AT least twerrty of the terrtacle- 
ike lirrrbs had rrow' coiled aroiurd 
drag. They w'ere liffirrg Iris rrrassive 
igiu'e toward fire cerrtral tnurlc. Tlris 
I’as a c\iirrdrical rrrass of fiber 
welve feet irr diarrreter. The tangle 
)f brarrehes grew' fiorrr its sides, arrd 
ts top was a Irirge, hollow' calyx. 
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Cml and the other two sprang foiw’ard to aid the 
robot. But tliey were tlieinselves gripped b\' otlier 
branches. As they sought to fiee themselves. Crag's 
shnggling form was being hoisted up into the air 
and held above tire hollow calyx of the tangle-hee. 

From inside the huge calyx spmled np sheams 
of sticky green liquid that smeared the helpless 
robot from head to foot. Crag \'elled with fluy at 
tills, but die sticky juices continued to spiut over 
liiin. 

"The tiling is covering Crag with its digestive 
juices before it eats liiiii!" exclaimed Cmt. "Try to 
reach liiin." 

But tliey couldn't reach liiin. Each of tiiein had a 
coiling branch around liini. Only tiie fact that most 
of tire tangle-tree's branches were occupied with 
Crag made it possible for them to ar'oid being 
diawii in also. 

Crag, bellowing in rage and completely covered 
b\' sticky plant-juice, was now being drawn 
remorselessly down into the hollow cal\x of the 
trunlc. He disappeared inside it, tiiough lus muffled 
roaring still sounded. 

"Good Lord, he's g-g-gone!" stammered 
McClinton. "The tiling lias d-d-devoiued lum." 

But after a few moments, timing wiiich they 
fought to fiee tiiemselves. Crag was suddenly 
drawn up again fi'om the calyx of the tree. 

The robot was held as before, wiiile the sticky 
digestive juices of the carnivorous ti'ee spmted 
again over liis raging figme. 

Otiio uttered a mirtlifiil shout as he tore liimself 
free fiom the branch holding liiin. "The ti'ee 
coulcbi't digest Crag's iron carcass that time, so it's 
going to try again." 

In fact. Crag was now’ being drawn back down 
into tile calyx of tiie massive trunlc. Again came liis 
muffled bellowing. Cmt and McClinton had by 
now managed to release themselves also. 

But there was no need for the tluee to spring 
foiw'ard to Crag's aid. For now’ the robot was being 
hoisted up again out of tire calyx. ,And witii an 
almost liimian gestme of disappointment and 
disgust, tiie tangle-tree's gripping branches hurled 
tire robot aw'ay. He flew tinough the air and lit upon 
tire soft ground some distance away, witii a 
resounding thud. 

Otiio collapsed in a fit of laughter wiien they 
reached Crag's side. "The flung couldn't digest 
Crag, nohowi I'll never forget how' he looked 
squirming up there with the tangle-ti'ee hopeflilly 


squirting sap over liiin!" 

"Laugli. you misbegotten son of a test-tube!" 
roared Crag fluiously. 

The big robot was a ludicrous figiue, smeared 
fiom head to foot with tliick green plant-juice. 

Ciut, too, w'as sliaking with mirth. "It's lucky the 
ti'ee did happen to grab you instead of one of us," 
he consoled the angry' robot. "Any one of us wuuld 
liave foiuidit no joke." 

Crag luefiilly tried to clean lumself off "Of an 
tiie screwy forms of life that 1 ever 

Captain Futme suddenly' inteii'upted, holding up 
liis hand sliaiply. "Listen! 1 heard a cry! " 

A distant \'ell came to them tluough the gi'een 
gloom of the w’eird forest. 

"One of tire otiier parties lias imi into trouble!" 
Cmt exclaimed. "Come on!" 

They plmiged tluough the jmigle in the direction 
fiom w’liich the cry had come. Now tliey could hear 
a chorus of alaiined voices. 

It was one of the work -parties headed by Grabo, 
tiie Jovian, that w’as doing the shouting. The squat 
Jovian pirate tinned as Cmt and liis companions 
appeared. 

"Look at Arose tilings!" he exclaimed. "We don't 
blow’ w’hat to make of 'em." 

C URT NEWTON stared. He too, m all liis 
extensive e:qreiience with the sti'ange life 
of far w'orlds, liad seen no creatmes such as tiiese. 

There were six of tire creatmes, and they were 
busily w’orking in a little open glade of the forest. 
Each of the tilings looked like a giant centipede, 
with an oddly geometrical body eight feet long and 
many square legs set along it. They were canying 
slabs of stone along. 

A closer look revealed the amazing details of 
tiieir appearance. Each of tiiese big creatmes 
appeared to be composed of scores of small, living 
fleshy piiilc cubes. Each cube wus four inches 
square, and liad two twinkling, bright little eyes and 
a small mouth-opening. 

"Wh\’, 1 never saw ary’tiiing like tiiese before," 
Captain Futui'e muttered, stepping forward. 

"You liaven't seen tire half of it yet!" exclaimed 
Grabo. "They can split tiiemselves up wiien we start 
tow’ard 'em. Look at 'em! They're doing it again!" 

The weird, geomefiical creatm'es liad until now’ 
ignored Curt Newton and tire otiiers, diligently 
resuming their w'ork of canying away the stone 
slabs. 
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But now, as Captain Futme approached tire 
centipede creatm es suddenly dropped die slabs and 
then underwent an incredible transfoiniation. 

Their big, geometrical bodies disintegrated. 
They broke up into the scores of h\ing cubes of 
wliich diey were composed. Each cube was 
revealed to be a separate, living creatme. Each liad 
eight tiny claws or legs, one at each coiner of its 
cubical body, as well as its owii eyes and mouth 
and ears. 

These hiuidieds of cube-creatiu'es sciuried 
swiftly togetiier, and joined into a single big figme. 
The living cubes joined tightly, each to the next, by 
instantly hooldng tiieir tiny claws togetiier. 

Silently and quicldy as tiiough by magic, the 
cubical creatmes had combined to form a towering, 
semi-hmuan figiu'e ten feet liigh. It advanced on 
square, stocky legs with its massive arms raised 
menacingly tow’ard tiie Eutmemen. 

"Get back!" Cmt Newton cried w’aniing. "The 
creatmes tliinlc we're hostile." 

They hastily recoiled. Grabo and the mutineers 
alread\' had fallen back, and George McClinton was 
gaping incredously. 

The geometrical monster halted its advance. As 
though satisfied tiiey had notlung more to fear, the 
cube-creatiu'es tiiat composed it broke up into 
separate luuts. Quicldy, tiiey recombined into the 
six centipede-figm'es. Then, caiiying the stone 
slabs. tiie\' calmly disappeared into tire jmigle. 

"Did 1 dr eam that or have 1 been diinlcing radium 
liighballs?" gasped Otiio. "'WTiat tiie devil aretiiose 
frealdsh little cubics?" 

"That's a good name for tiieiii — tiie Cubics," 
Captain Eutme commented. "As to tiieir natme, it 
seems pretty obvious that tiieyre small aidmals 
who have developed to a great degi'ee the faculty of 
living in a cooperative coniniunit\'. Just like a liive 
of bees or a colony of beavers, only more so." 

"But how can tiie little devils go tluough tiiose 
quick foiiiiations of tiieirs witiiout any hesitation or 
discussion'?" marvelled Grabo. 

Cmt thought he could guess. "They must be 
constantly in telepatliic rapport with each other. 
Sonietliing like tiie "Idve mind" of tiie bees, even 
fmtlier developed. Maybe tiie individual 
intelligence of each Cubic pools into a group- 
intelligence, just as their bodies combine. They're at 
least semi-intelligent, judging from tiie way they 
w'ere working." 


T he discovery of tiie Cubics made all of 
tiieiii more cautious in the horns of wxirk 
that followed. It was increasingly evident that their 
former smmise was correct, and that evolution in 
plant and animal life liad indeed followed strange 
paths upon tins age-long isolated planetoid. 

What otiier imcamiy forms of life might haunt 
tiie dense fern-jungles, tiiey W'Ondered? And wtiiat if 
tiie (I’ubics tiiemselves should prove definitely 
hostile? They could be, Cmt Newton realized, 
formidable enemies. .And tiie tangle-ti'ees, wluch 
seemed nimierous. were a constant danger. 

By sunset of that day, tiiey bad gatiiered in the 
clearing a mass of strong poles sufficient to build a 
stockade. The foraging parties liad also brought 
back a mass of firiits, berries and nuts. These were 
of every’ shape and color, and most of them were 
utterly unfamiliar in appearance. 

The Brain, wiiose biowledge of planetary 
botany w'as encyclopedic, had inspected the fiuits 
and had ruled out a few wiuch he considered likely 
to be poisonous. The castaw’ays ate hmigrily of the 
otiiers, fincUng a big, spherical, meaty nut tiie most 
nomisliing. 

"We'll need meat, too," Captain Eutiu'e declared. 
"There are small animals in the jmigle. Any of you 
blow’ aiwtliing about trapping?" 

Grabo, the squat green Jovian, nodded. "1 used 
to trap 'diggers' in the jmigle north of Jovopolis, 
wiien 1 was a Idd on Jupiter. .All 1 needed was a 
cord to make into a snare for their runways. " 

"Take a couple of men and get some snares set 
tomorrow," Cmt suggested. "You can make the 
cords fi'orii strips of clotiiirig." 

George McClinton distastefiilly put down a very 
ripe, squashy yellow fruit of egg shape wluch he 
liad been eating. 

"Too ni-ni-niessy," he said. "And it doesn't liave 
tiie f-f-flavor of a p-p-prmie." 

The tiny disk of the Sun was sinldng again 
toward the horizon. The sliadow's of tiie grotesque, 
tow’eiing cacti in the center of tiie clearing grew' 
longer . 

Night w'as falling. The stars were already 
pricking forth in tiie dusking sky, and tiie heavens 
eastward show'ed a quivering red glare fiorii the 
volcanoes and lai'a-beds there. 

"1 tlurilc," Cmt decided, "that we'd better keep a 
fire going nights until we have our' stockade up. 
We've already learned that tiiere are formidable 
forms of life on tlus w'orldlet." 
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A fire of dry feni-logs soon blazed up near tire 
center of fire clearing. (ITut liad Idirdled it by 
striking sparks from Iris steelite belt-bnclde against 
a hard stone. The castaway’s gathered aroimd it as 
fiiongh taking comfort from it as tire night 
deepened. 

Captairr Futme mnsingly looked aroirrrd the 
circle of marry firelit faces. What arr oddly assorted 
corrrparry tlrey were, he tlroirght. Joarr's lovely face, 
arrd McClirrtorr's spectacled, serious coirrrterrarrce. 
Otho lolling irrdolerrtly with slarrt eyes watclrirrg fire 
blaze, arrd yoirrrg Rih Qirili's barrdaged head. Idrrr 
Ivarr's rrrassive, jo\ial red face, arrd Grabo arrd old 
Trillins Thiurrr arrd fat Boraboll. arrd Morerrros' 
snlldrrg featiues arrd secretive eyes. .Arrd the Brairr 
poised outside fire circle a little, wlrile big Grag 
stood irr fire slradows keeping watch nporr the 
ravirrg Jolnr Rollirrger. 

"We've got a fire arrd sorrre food." IGrrr Ivarr was 
saying, "arrd torrronow we'll put np a stockade arrd 
sorrre hnts. Therr what?" 

"Yes. what firerr?" Morerrros asked Captairr 
Firtiue wifir arr operr srreer. "Just how do we start 
birilding a space slrip wifir onr bare Irarrds?" 

Ciut answered tersely. "Oin first rreed will be 
tools - diu'able metal tools. Let's see how rrrnch 
rrretal we have arrrorrg ns." 

The result of the irrverrtory of fireir possessions 
w’as discoiu'agirrg. They had a few rrretal trirrlcets 
arrd bncldes. (!)rre of McClirrtorr's errgirreers had a 
srrrall clrrorrraloy wierrch. 

O F coiu'se. tlrey all had their gra\ity-belts. 
Every irrterplarretary traveler constarrfiy 
wore Iris belt, wirose corrrpact gra\itatiorr-eqirahzer 
rrrade liis weight the sarrre orr arry world. Bnt they 
coirlcbr't sacrifice fireir belts, without snfferirrg 
dangerons effects frorrr fire low gra\itafiorr of the 
little plarretoid. 

"1 also got a big package of chewirr' rial, if that's 
arry good," slrrilled old Tirlrlns Thirrur. 

" ,Aird 1 Irave tlris c-c-case of p-prnires," stirttered 
Mccriirrtorr. 

"There isrr't erroirgh rrretal here to do irs arry 
good." Ciut Newtorr declared. "We'll Irave to rrrake 
onr owar steelite tools, frorrr scratch." 

"Say, what aboirt Grag?" Ofiro asked. "There's a 
torr of rrretal irr Iris carcass. If we rrrelted liirri dowir 

"1 heard that!" bellowed Grag fiorrr oirt irr fire 
shadows where he was w’atclring Rollirrger. 


Kirrr Ivarr asked gloorrrily, "Flow're we goirrg to 
get steelite for tools?" 

Captairr Firtiue slrrirgged. "We'll have to locate 
irorr deposits, arrd srrrelt fire rrretal oirt, arrd rrrake 
oiu' owar alloys. It warrr't be easy, birt it's fire first 
esserrfial step toward birikUrrg a slrip. " 

".Arrd therr wirat will be fire rrext?" Boraboll 
sqireaked skeptically. 

"Therr we'll try brrildirrg arr atorrric srrrelter for 
large-scale operations." Ciut answered. "Sorrre of 
ns carr be recorrrroitering tlris wvrrldlet irr the 
rrrearrfirrre for fire raw' rrraterials we're going to rreed. 
Clrromimn, berylliimr, rrrangarrese, copper, calciimr, 
arrd about forty or fifty ofirers." 

They all seerrred dashed by fire rrragnitnde of fire 
task proposed. To rrrarry of firerrr, fire cUfficirlties 
looked insuperable. 

"Flow do we brow we'll firrd arry of firose 
elerrrerrts here?" Ezra objected. "Those are elerrrerrts 
of oiu' owar Solar Systerrr, bnt tlris plarretoid airr't a 
part of OIU' Systerrr. It's fiorrr way off irr fire Galaxy’, 
yon said." 

The Brairr w'oke fiorrr Iris brooding reverie to 
answ'er firat. "The rrratter of the whole Galaxy is 
largely horrrogerrons irr rratine. for all its stars had a 
comrrrorr cosrrric origirr. The rerrrotest siurs show 
fire spectra of rrrnch fire sarrre elerrrerrts as oin owar 
Slur. We should firrd rrrost of the rreeded elerrrerrts 
here, though orr tlris small body a few of them rrray 
rrot be preserrt." 

"Is tlris plarretoid really a w'arrderer fiorrr sorrre 
distarrt star-systerrr?" Joarr asked Cmt with eager 
irrterest. 

He rrodded. "It rrrnst be. Probably it was tonr 
away fiorrr its parerrt-star by sorrre graiitafiorral 
distiubarrce. arrd has beerr driftirrg tluongh the void 
ever sirrce." 

".A little star, fallirrg alorre tluongh space for 
ages," Joarr rrrimrriued. "Let ns call it by firat rrarrre 
- .Astarfall!" 

The fire died dowur. arrd tlrey split irrto separate 
groups to prepare for sleep. George McClirrtorr had 
prepared a rrrattress of soft ferrr-frorrds for Joarr. 
wliiclr the larrky engirreer shyly show'ed her. 

"It's rrot m-rrr-rrrnch, bnt it's b-better tlrarr the 
groiurd." he stuttered, arrd retreated awlavardly 
fi'orri her thanlcs. 

She looked at Captairr Entiue with preterrded 
irrdigrrafiorr. "Why didrr't yon tlrink of firat? " 

Ciut grirured. "1 dorr 't believe irr parrrpering rrry 
worrrerr." 
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"Yoiu' women!" she echoed sconifiilly. "There's 
no otlier girl beside myself who'd waste time on a 
crazc’, foot-loose planeteer like yon." 

He chnclded as he tinned away. The odiers were 
already shetched out. asleep. The fire liad died to 
glowing embers, but die red glare of the smoking 
volcanoes eastw’ard cast w’eird, dickering sliadow’s 
in the camp. 

(imt went to wliere Grag was standing guard 
beside Jolm Rollinger. He bad bound the crazed 
sciendsfs feet to prevent liim fiom deeing. For 
Rollinger was still mntteiing and babbling in 
miabated tenor . 

"I hear." Rollinger w’as mntteiing. liis mad, 
brilliant eyes staring into nodiingness. "I hear, but I 
caimot obey-" 

Grag asked uneasily, "What do yon suppose he's 
raving about? He gets on my nerves." 

"He's just delirious," Cmt said. "It's a pity - a 
fine mind like tliat. inetrievably wiecked." 

Captain Futme shetched out tiredly on the 
ground nearby. The night air was growing cliill. and 
he wiapped liis zipper-jacket more tighdy around 
liiin. 

As he chopped off to sleep, die low, babbling 
mutter of the crazed Eaitlmian scientist was the last 
sound in Ids ears. 


CHAPTER IX 


The H6rk Begins 



CURT awakened 

It was still dark, 
eveiytlhng was 
with a cold dew. 
by die sldfting of die 
slc\’. he perceived tliat 
had slept for several 

He soon discovered wiiat 
aw'akened liini. 

raiings had 
louder and slailler, 
ascending to a 
frenzied pitch. Curt quickly rose and went over to 
die spot where Grag was standing watch over die 
machiian. 

"No, do not make me!" Rollinger was gasping. 


"I can't do it - I can't!" 

The man's face was frantic in die starlight, and 
lus body was wiitlung and shuddering. 

"Cliief. he's been getdng worse b\' die minute!" 
Grag reported. "He keeps talldng to somebody he 
calls the Dw’ellers. " 

Cmt laielt b\' the bound machiian. and spoke 
earnestly in an effort to reach tliat chnimed, 
distorted mind. 

"Rollinger. wiiat are yon afiaid of?" 

The man's wild eyes looked up at Ihiii, as dioiigh 
chiiily recognizing Ihiii. 

"The Dw’ellers!" gasped the machiian. "The 
ludden lords of tins world, whose pow’ers are 
sdange and mighty! They liave been spealdng to me 
in ni\' iidiicL liave been commanchng me to do that 
wluch I cannot do." 

Captain Eutiu'e fiowaied. There was someddiig 
uncanny about die raw% shuddering tenor of die 
crazed scientist. 

"Cluef, do you suppose diere coidd be malign 
creatiu'es on tlus w’orld that he can sense but we 
can't?" Grag asked in a low voice. "There's 
scientific proof tliat an iirdiinged mind is more 
sensitive to outside telepatldc influences tlian a 
sound iiiincL" muttered Grag. 

Curt felt definitely uneasy. He straightened and 
looked around the starlit, sleeping camp. 

"There don't seem to be any intruders here. Yon 
dichit see aiwildng strange, chd yon?" 

Grag shook Ids head. "No, iiotidiig at all. And 
everyone else has been sleeping, except for diat 
Neptunian mutineer. Luuq, I saw' moving around a 
little bit ago. " 

"Maybe Luuq saw soniedung," Captain Euture 
niimiiiued. "I'll see if he chd." 

He w'ent tluough the camp, searclhng the 
sleepers for Luuq. To Ids smpiise. he could not find 
die Neptuidan anywhere in die camp. The ex-bancht 
liacl disappeared. 

Idiiii Ivan aw'oke with catiike alertness as Cmt 
renew'ed Ids search for tire ndssing man. The big 
Martian, instantly got to Ids feet. 

"Wliafs the matter? Someddiig wTong?" he 
demanded. 

"I'm afiaid so." answ'ered Captain Eutme. "Your 
fiiend Luuq is ndssing. Grag saw 1dm moving 
about, but now he's gone." 

Otiiers were awakeidng. aroused by tire 
Martian's loud voice. They looked at each otiier 
uneasily. 
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"See if anyone else is missing." ordered ICim 
Ivan. fiowTiing. 

They soon discovered that one other of the 
mutineers liad also disappeared, a little Merciuian 
ex-tliief 

"Maybe dre two of them just went out into the 
jiuigle and will come back," suggested Boraboll. 
die fat Uranian, hopefldly. 

"The\' wonlcbit go prowling around in tliat 
jungle by night." ICim Ivan said empliatically. "If 
they left the camp, it was because they were 
dragged out of it." 

"Fntme seems to blow more about it tlian 
anyone else," said Morenios insinuatingly. 

The gathered mutineers imderstood the 
Venusian's veiled accusation. They tinned liard 
eyes upon Cmt Newion. 

"I blow no more than you do,". Cml said 
quietly. 

"Futme coulcbit liave made away witii Luuq and 
the otiier," ICiiii Ivan said loudly. "Not witiiout 
some soiuidthat would've roused us all." 

"I don't brow," muttered old Tulilus Thuun. 

J OHN ROLLINGER interiupted. The crazed 
scientist, still King bound under Grag's guard 
nearb\', was sobbing luisteiically. 

"We must leave tins world!" he screamed. 
"Unless we leave, the Dwellers will kill us all! " 

"Wliafs he talbng about - tiie Dwellers?" Kirn 
Ivan asked puzzledly. 

"The liidden ones - tiie mighty lords — tiiey 
watch us now and they wait! " raved Rollinger. 

Grabo, tiie Jovian, stined inieasily. Iris dark face 
nervous in expression. "I don't like tins place. It's as 
spook>' as the Place of the Dead, on Jupiter." 

"Do you s'pose there could be critters of some 
kind on tins planetoid cinniirig enoirgh to steal into 
tiie camp and cany away tiieiii two men'?" asked 
Ezra Gmney. 

Sinely we'd liave seen any creatines as 
intelligent as that," objected Joan, eyes bright with 
concentration. 

"I don't biow%" Cint muttered. "Everyinng about 
tins planetoid is alien, cbfferent fiorii tiie life of oin 
owni System. It conies from remote regions of tiie 
galaxy, and dining its ages of isolation, its 
evolution has taken different patiis." 

There was an inieasy silence. The night suddenly 
seemed pregnant witii nysterious menace. The low 
calls of small aninials and the squeak of birds fi oiii 


tiie dark simoiniding jiuigle fell upon tensely 
listening ears. 

Had some formidable beast of prey actirally 
entered tiie camp and slain tiie Neptmnan and 
Merciuian, it w’ould not liave liave been so 
teniKing as tins baffling disappearance of the two 
men. It was the mieartlily mystery of it that dulled 
tiierii. Their minds corijmed pictines of malign and 
alien creatines Imbrig out tiiere in tiie dark, 
watclnng and waiting. 

"The most intelligent-lookin' creatines we've 
seen on tins planetoid are tiie diibics." diawied 
Ezra. "Do you s'pose tiiey're tiie Dwellers?" 

"The\' didn't look of Ingli intelligence." Ciut said 
doubtfiilly. "Besides, how could they enter the 
camp and make off silently with two men? " 

"Luuq and the Merciuian must have w’ent 
sleepwalbng into tiie jiuigle and got grabbed by 
some beast." IGiii Ivan growied. 

"Just the same, I propose we post oin owni 
guards at night to prevent any more 'sleepwalbng'." 
said Morenios, glancing toward (rmt Newton. 

for tiie remaining few horns of tliat night tiiey 
sat aroiuid the fire, talbng in low voices. .All 
realized more completely than ever before the alien 
iiatine of tins wandering workUet from outer space. 
W'liat dark riddle was it ludiiig? 

The corning of day was a relief to strained 
nerves. .Almost cheerfrilly. tiiey breakfasted on fiiut 
and berries. Then Captain Eutine got to Ins feet and 
incisively addressed them. 

"We've got to organize oin operations, if we're to 
get aiywiiere with tiie task ahead of us," he 
declared. 

He was a confldence-inspiiing frgine as he 
stood. Ins tall, rangy frgine and red head silhouetted 
against the pale siuuise. Ins keen gray eyes 
sw'eeping their faces. But he w^as not nearly so 
confrdent as he looked. He was a little 
overwhelmed by the audacity of wiiat they were 
about to attempt. 

"first, we've got to complete the stockade 
aroiuid tins knoll and build some huts," he stated. 
"Otiiers of us have to form regular foraging parties 
to supply fruit, roots, and small meat-aniriials if 
possible." 

K im IVAN spoke up. "I'll superintend the 
buildirig of the stockade and huts. .And 
Grabo can take car e of the food-supply. He says he 
biow’s how to set traps for tiie animals wiiose traces 
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we saw in tlie jiuigle. " 

Cmt nodded. "I'll leave all that to yon. tlien." he 
told Kim Ivan. "The Futiu'emen and I ^\ill begin an 
exploratoiy smvey for die metallic ores and otiier 
materials we'll require. Tliaf s oin first step toward a 
sliip." 

The big clear broil soon was buzzing with 
activity. ICim Ivan's stentorian voice bellow^ed 
orders, supervising a large paiiy-’ of the mutineers in 
hauling feni-poles fiom fire jungle and setting diem 
up in a stockade and in fi aniework for huts. 

Grabo liad chosen a dozen of die men and liad 
gone into die feni-forest to set the animal-snares he 
had improvised fi'oiii strips of clotliing. Odier of the 
men were already bringing in fiuits and roots. 

Curt asked Ezra Gurney. "Will you stay here and 
keep an eye on Moreriios? I don't tlirdc he'll try to 
make any real trouble until we liave built a sliip. 
But I don't w’arit to take any chances." 

"I understand," nodded the veteran marshal. "I'll 
watch that varmirit." 

Captain Futme and Grag and Odio and the Brain 
set fordi eastward upon their quest for ores, 
accompanied by George McClinton and Joan. The 
girl had insisted upon going. 

Curt headed townrd the nearby region of 
volcanic acdvity. .All aroiuid tliat region were 
chasms and crevasses tliat had been split by the 
recent seismic disturbances. 

"(!)ur best chance of finding surface deposits of 
iron, beryllimn and fire ofiier ores we need, is in 
tliose chasms." he pointed out. "We have to find the 
stuff in easily w'orked sml'ace deposits at first, for 
as yet we liave no tools for rninirig." 

"When I fiiinlc of all the w'ork ahead of us, I wish 
I was back home on the Moon," Otho said 
gloomily. 

They approached file black fields of solidified 
lava. Beyond tliat crusted expanse lay fire smoking 
valleys fiu'oirgh wiuch came file shrggish red rivers 
of molten rock tliat fiow^ed dow’n from fire tow'ering 
volcanoes. The sulphurous fumes half-veiled fire 
forbidding vista. 

Curt Newton turned to the Brain. "Simon, will 
you recomioiter as many of the chasms and gorges 
as you can? See wiiat deposits of ores you can spot. 
We'll be working nortliwarcl fi'orn here." 

The Brain glided off upon liis mission, looldng 
like a glittering flying cube as he shot away fiiroirgh 
file pale sunlight upon liis tracfion-bearns. He was 
quickly out of sight. 


George McClinton, to wiiorn Simon was not as 
famihar as to fire ofiiers, looked after fire Brain wifii 
rnarv'eling wonder . 

"If the Brain can f-f-fiy like tliat so easily, w'-w'- 
wiiy coirlcbit he f-f-fiy back to file System for 
help?" he asked. 

Ciut shook Ids head. "Simon derives the pow’er 
for Ids beams fiorn a tiny atondc generator inside 
Ids case. It holds a charge of firel sufficient for 
many horns' activity, but not enough for a long 
flight in space." 

"That reminds me," Grag said dismayedly. "I'll 
be needing copper and ofiier elements for firel for 
my own generators pretty soon. Ofiierwise, my 
power will run down. " 

(;)tho told the robot, "That's all right - wiieri 
yoiu' power nuis out, we can make some swell tools 
out of you. Yes, sir, you're going to come in mighty 
liaridy. Grag." 

"Cldef. will you make (!)fiio qrdt tlueaterdng 
me!" demanded Grag angrily. "He's getting on my 
nerves by Ids talk of using me for metal. " 

"He can use up some of Ids wind climbing dowvi 
into fids crevice and prospecting for iron, " Captain 
Future said acidly as they started forward. 

They had been moving norfiiward and liad come 
to a deep crevasse driven in the rock of fire 
planetoid by qirakes. It w’as qidte narrow’ and its 
jagged w’alls were almost vertical. 

O THO'S rubbery figiue w’erit dow’u fire w’alls 
as fiiough he were a fly. Presently Ids 
voice echoed hollowiy up to them. 

"Yes, fiiere's rdckel-irori dowu here. Looks like 
file core of Astarfall." 

"That's what I was hoping for Ciut declared. "I 
figiued from its mass that Astarfall woidd have a 
rdckel-iron core like most planetoids and planets, 
and tliat its rock crust could not be a fidck one." 

They went back to the jmigle and seciued a 
quantity of tough vines from widch fiiey fasldoned 
a strong, flexible ladder. Ciut and Grag went dowvi 
fids into the gloomy depfiis of the crevasse. 

Glittering outcrops of rdckel-iron ores were 
pleritifid in fire bottom of the chasm. But digging 
out file ore without tools was anofiier matter. Here 
Grag's great strength came into play. With a few 
chiudcs of hard rock for liamrners. file big robot 
loosened small masses of ore. 

Joan and McClinton liad woven wicker baskets 
widch fiiey let down by a vine rope. Thus the 
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masses of ore were hariled to the smface. It was 
slow, toilsome work. The day was waning when 
tlie\’ finally liad enough of the ore for Captain 
Futme's immediate pmposes. 

The Brain had retmned and made liis report. "I 
investigated a good many of the chasms. .And I 
found indications of copper, manganese, cluomirmi 
and several ofiier of fire ores we need." 

He listed fiiem all. and Cmt Newton listened 
intently. He asked tlren, "'Wliat about the beiyUimn. 
calcimn and lead? They're vital." 

"I've not foiurd an\' of firem yet." admitted tire 
Brain. "There are signs of possible beiyUirmi: and 
lead deposits in that huge gorge between the double 
range of volcanoes. But I dicbr't risk going far down 
into it, for, tliat abyss is liiglily dangerous. The 
terrific air-cmrents, heat and fumes fiom the lava at 
its bottom make it a veritable canyon of chaos." 

"The Carryon of Chaos sounds like a good rrarne 
for tliat place, at tliat," remarked (!)tlro. 

"It's hardly worth wlrile naming places orr a 
wx^rld that's going to blow irp two rnontlis fi'orn 
now," grrunbled Grag. 

The Sirrr was sinlcing wdien fiie\' retunred to the 
camp. The transformation there proved firat IGm 
Ivan arrd Iris men had been at work. 

The stockade aroimd fire broil was roirglily 
complete. A spring had beerr dug. The fiarnework 
of a dozen hirts was irp, and several had already 
been tlratched wifir fiat fi'onds. The hirge, barrel- 
shaped cacti irr the clearing liad been left 
rmtoirched, since to attempt to cirt down tlrose giant 
growtlrs woirlcl have errtailed immense labor for no 
parlicirlar reason. 

"Not bad," IGm Ivarr admitted wdierr Crut 
cornplirnerrted liirn on the daVs work. "It worr't take 
irs long to finish rrp fire hirts rrow^ " 

G R.ABO arrd Iris trappers soorr retimred 
frorrr the jurrgle. "We eat tonight, arrd rrot 
jirst fiirit," proclairrred the Joviarr corrrplacerrtly. 

The\' Irad srrared four plurrrp, roderrt-like anirrrals 
as big as srrrall pigs. .Aird firey had brought several 
rrew varieties of edible fiiiits. 

"But firat jimgle is a deiilish place." swore the 
Jo\iarr."Beside firose cursed tarrgle-trees, firere's 
srrraller plarrts that eat insects arrd birds irr the sarrre 
w'ay. I rrever saw sirclr evil plarrt-life as tlris wvrrld 
has." 

Nevertheless, fire arrirrrals rrrade a palatable sort 
or stew. .Alfirough he dicbr't eat. fire Brairr passed 


irporr fire flesh as beirrg hanrrless arrd corrtairring 
rrutrirrrerrt. He waved Iris eye-stalks qiresfiorrirrgly 
wherr Captairr Futiue thoughtfiilly fished a couple 
of borres oirt of fire stew arrd offered firerrr for Iris 
inspectiorr. 

"What is it, lad?" he asked. 

"Note the glazed appeararrce of these borres," 
said Curt. "Just arr irrteresfirrg side problerrr, but do 
yoir rrrake the sarrre fiiirrg I do of fire skeletal 
structiu'e of rrrarrrrrrals here?" 

"Siliciferoirs corrrpoimds!" ex-clairrred the Brairr 
at orrce. "The borry sfiuctiue of creatures orr 
.Astarfall are bruit irp fiom silicon. Altogefirer 
different fiom Eartlrly specimens. It's 
luunistakable." 

"Exactly," said Captairr Eutme, rroddirrg. He 
timred to speak to orre of the cooks. 

"Save fire sldrrs of firose arrirrrals for rrre," he 
requested. "I'll rreed firerrr torrronow. 

"To bmld the space slrip?" srreered Morerrros, 
who Irad retimred with the Joviarr. 

"Yes, to bmld the slrip," Cmt rroddeci with a 
cahrr srrrile. 

He arrd Grabo scraped arrd clearred the Irides firat 
rright, arrd he used strong fiber fiueads arrd a thorrr 
rreedle to sew twn of firerrr togefirer irrto a rude but 
effective bellows. Tlris he rrromrted irr a rough 
wooderr fiarrre. 

It was late wirerr he finished tlris work by the 
firelight. Joarr Irad retired to the srrrallest hut, wirich 
Irad beerr assigrred for her use. Most of fire 
rrrufirreers arrd ofirers were also already asleep. 

Grag had takerr up Iris tireless arrd sleepless 
w'atch. Arrd old Tullius Thumr arrd Boraboll were 
rerrrairrirrg awake arrd watcliful torright, too. 

"I'm going to tmrr in" Cmt yawireci 
straightening. "How's Rollirrger?" 

"Mutterirrg a little, but rrot as rroisy as he was 
last rright," Grag replied. "I tlrirrlc he's qmefing 
down." 

The crazed scierrfist wns rrow’ corrfirred irr orre of 
fire ofirer srrrall huts. He Irad beerr subdued arrd 
silerrt all dmirrg the day. 

CHAPTER X 


Dread Wariiuig 

CURT slept heaiily. Wirerr he aw^akerred arrd 
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A'ent out into tlie siuuise. 

found ICim Ivan 
s^\’earing. 

"There is soinetliing 
iJcuised spooky about diis 
^.dace," declai'ed the big 
^laitian. "I liad queer 
tcheains all night - as 
Jthough somebody was 
"Stalking inside my mind." 

= i Boraboll spoke 

^ z nervously. "Notliing 

-3^ happened all night. And 
notliing came near the camp that we could see or 
hear." 

That day. wliile most of die mutineers resimied 
the work of building tire huts and replenisliing the 
food-supply. Captain Future and liis party began tire 
next step of their task. 

"We've got iron ore, and now we've got to smelt 
it out for steel," Ciut stated. "Since we don't have 
any atomic smelter, we'll have to go back to ancient 



ways." 

He supervised the bringing of massive stones, 
and tire building of them into a small flunace. They 
had no coal with wliich to fire tliis, but the Brain 
had located a deposit of combustible peat in one of 
the swampy sections of tire jiuigle. 

Curt Newion attached lus rude bellows to tire 
stone furnace. He used its draft to fan tire peat fire 
he Idndled inside. Then he arranged a mass of the 
nickel-iron ore inside the fiiriiace. 'Wlien the ore 
became molten, he forced air tluough it by hard 
pumping on the bellows. 

"Tliis aiTangenient goes back to primitive 
times," he commented. "It's crude, but we'll have to 
use crude ways mitil we liave some tools." 

When the forced air had reduced the ore to a 
mass of molten iron. Captain Futur e added a small 
quantity of carbon. 

"Hey. tliat isn't tire w^ay you make steelite." 
objected Otiio. 

"We can't make a modern steelite alloy without 
beryllium and other elements wiiich we Iraven't got 
yet." Ciut retorted. "We'll have to be satisfied at 
first witii tills old-fasliioned steel. " 

The product of liis labors for the day were two 
chiuilcs of solid steel. One, wiiich was much larger 
tiian the otiier, was rouglily shaped to serve as an 
an\il. The otiier Ciut attached to a limber wooden 
handle, com'erting it into a crude but heav\' 


forging -liammer . 

Joan looked a little disappointedly at tiiese two 
lull ovely products of their daCs toil. 

"It's w'onderfiil tliat you've been able to make 
tiieni, but tiie\' seem a long way off fioni a big, 
complex space sliip." she niiuniiu'ed. 

"They're tire seeds of a space slup," Ciut old her. 
"You liave to crawi before you can w^alk. 
Remember tliat we're starting here completely 
empty-lianded. Tliat means that we're forced to 
retrace a lot of the steps by wiiich tiiousands of 
generations of men ascended from tire discovery of 
fire to tire building of space slips. " 

.All dming tire next tw’o days, he kept their 
improvised fiunace and forge at work. McClinton 
was liis cliief helper, wiiile (!)tho luitiringly pimiped 
the bellows and Grag utilized liis huge stiength in 
bringing fi'esh masses of ore fioni the siuiace 
w'orking tiie\' had discovered. 

ICini Ivan liad detailed a part}' of tire mutineers to 
dig that ore and help transport it to tire camp. The 
Brain was away fioni dawn till dark each day. 
searcliing .tire face of Astarfall for the otiier needed 
elements. He had already managed to locate 
deposits of several of them. 

The first tiling wiiich Captain Futiue beat out 
upon their forge was tire steel framework for a 
larger and more efficient smelter. 'Wlien tiiat was 
going, a larger amoiuit of better quality steel began 
to result. 

"We're still only in the first stages of tooling up." 
Ciut declared. "We can't really make any start on 
sliip-building luitil we liave atomic power and an 
atomic smelter for timiing out liigh-grade light 
alloys." 

"Wh\' don't you start on that right away, then?" 
Joan wanted to know. "Be reasonable, wxunan," 
pleaded Captain Futiue. " .An atomic powder set-up 
requires certain chemicals wiiich we can't dig out 
luitil we have strong steel tools for mining." 

T hey were concentrating now' upon making 
tough steel picks, bars and otiier tools for 
mining operations. Each tool had to be beaten into 
shape upon their forge. The camp rang with the 
clangorous hanuiiering. 

By now, the huts had been completed and a 
routine system of gathering and preparing food set 
up. These last few nights had brought no reciuience 
of the mysterious disappearances, althoirgh several 
otiiers beside ICini Ivan liad complained of 
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luicamuly oppressive clieains. The stockade gate 
was guarded each iiight by a couple of the 
iiiiitineers. 

"Now," said Captain Fiitiue on the fonitlr 
morning, "we can start mining copper and the otlier 
elements we need for the next step." 

"1 told yon of the copper-ore deposit 1 foiurd." 
said the Brain. "But I've still not located any 
calcimn, beiyllirun or lead." 

"Let me scout for tlrose and the other elements 
we still lack," begged Otho. "1 can maybe find them 
where Simon would miss tliem." 

"All right, yon can prospect the chasms 
northwest of the volcanic area," Ciut acceded. "The 
rest of ns will start copper- mining today ." 

(!)tlio departed upon Iris prospecting mission. 
Captain Fntiu'e. Grag, McClinton and Rih Qnili 
gatliered their new tools and started ont for 
preliminary w’ork npoir the copper deposit the Brain 
had located. Joan was ready to accompaiw' them, 
bnt Ciu t fiiinly oveiinled her fins time, leaviirg her 
staircUirg rebellionsly ontside tire stockade. Bnt 
before tlrey Irad gone far tlrrongh tire jiuigle, he 
stopped. 

"1 thought 1 heard Joan calling." he said. 
"Listen! " 

The\' heard Joan's voice raised sliarply again, in 
an exclamatioir that liad more of anger tlian fear in 
it. 

Instairtly Ciut phuiged back tluongh the jiuigle 
fire way the\' liad come. When he came into sight of 
fire stockade, a sudden tide of red fiuy pulsed 
tlu'ongh Iris brain. 

Joan was struggling angrily in the arms of 
Morernos. The green-sldmred \'ennsian was 
langlring as he drew her tow’ard liirn. 

"Yon are a little wildcat," he chnclded. 

In all fire years. Captain Firtiue had Idlled more 
tlian one man. Birt always he had slain as the 
personification of stem, icy jnstice. Fie had almost 
never before felt the hot. raging desire to slay tliat 
now fiiuig Irirn forward. 

Morernos tluust the girl aw’ay and recoiled 
stariledly. Next moment Ciut liad lurn b\' the tluoat. 
The Venusian fought fiuionsly, a savage hate 
flaming in Iris eyes as he sought a deadly swamp- 
man's grip. 

"Ciut, wait!" Joan pleaded appalled by the 
terrible expression npon Iris face, one she had never 
seen there before. 

Captain Firtiue did not even hear her. The raging 


desire to kill bad momentarily made Irirn forget all 
Iris owur sldll irr super jir-jitsir. He broke Morerrros' 
deadly grip by sheer stierrgtlr, arrd slarrrrrred the 
Verrirsiarr dowur to tire groiurd like a doll. His 
firrgers tighterred orr the rrrarr's tluoat. 

Therr big harrds gripped Ciuf s collar arrd pirlled 
Irirrr back off the Wrrirsiarr. Grabo arrd a score of 
tire otlrer rrrirtirreers Irad corrre riuurirrg fiorrr tire 
carrrp. 

Morerrros staggered up. Iris face livid. Iris voice a 
choldrrg gasp. "Firtiue. I'll pay you for tlris. too. It 
adds to an old debt." 

"Let go of tire Clrief! " roared a rrew voice. Grag 
Irad follow’ed Ciul back arrd rrow charged orr tire 
scerre, ready for battle. 

"Wlrat tire deiil's goirrg orr here?" bellowed IGrrr 
Ivarr. The big Martiarr was puslrirrg Iris way tluongh 
tire crowd. 

"Firtiue was trying to Idll Morerrros!" squeaked 
fat Boraboll. 

Ciut made no explanations. But Ids voice wus a 
tluobbirrg wirisper as he spoke to the Wniisian. 

"If ever you so much as touch Joan again, 
notlring will stop me fiorrr Idllirrg you." 

A gr'owi carrre fiorrr tire rrrirtirreers. Their deep 
arrd arrcierrt feud agairrst Firtiuerrrerr arrd the Patrol 
fiarrred quickly to the siuface. 

At tlrat mornerrt carrre a low, grirrdirrg roar fiorrr 
far berreath their feet. The gr'oiurd quivered slightly 
lurder therrr, arrd therr shook wildly. 

The powerfirl arrd lurexpected shock tluew’ therrr 
fi'orrr their feet. They heard the crash of sorrre of the 
huts collapsirrg. arrd a sectiorr of the stockade rrear 
therrr fell irrward. 

The fat Urarriarr rrrirtirreer uttered a screech arrd 
tlrere w^ere cries ofalanrr fiorrr otlrers. CiutNewtorr. 
scrarrrblirrg to Joarr's side, felt tire groiurd rollirrg 
arrd heavirrg sickerrirrgly lurder therrr. Therr the 
shocks subsided, arrd tire grirrdirrg roar of 
diastioplusrrr died away. 

"Gods of space, tlrat was the w'orst ti'errror yet!" 
gasped Grabo. 

They looked at each otlrer irr a terrse silerrce. .All 
realized that the quakes were rrow’ growirrg stiorrger 
as Astarfall approached rrear the critical distarrce 
fiorrr the Systerrr at wirich it woirld be shattered arrd 
desroyed. 

O tho irad set out irr Iriglr spirits uporr Iris 
prospectirrg expeditiorr tlrat rrronrirrg. The 
restless arrdroid. always irrrpatierrt of rrrorrotorry had 
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been cliafing dming the lasst few days of steel- 
making. 

He swamg eastwai'd tluoiigh the jiuigle and then 
stalled aroiuid the lim of die gieat region of 
eai thqnake-iiven chasms and smoking black lava- 
beds whose center was the towering double range 
of active volcanoes. As he moved along, he 
mentally listed tiie raw mateiials tiiey still lacked. 

"Cobalt, beiyUimn, lead calcimn, and about a 
dozen otiiers." Otiio tiiought me fully. "We might do 
r^ithout a few of those in a pinch. But there just 
can't be any space sliip witiiout beiyUimn and 
calcimn. " 

Beryllimn was important, for it was the cliief 
ingredient of the metallic alloy whose sti'engtii and 
lightness were necessary for the constmction of a 
space slup hull. 

Calcium was even more vital. .A small arroimt of 
it was arr absohrte necessity before a slrip's 
cyclotrons could operate to prodirce atomic power. 
For calcium was tire only inliibitory catalyst that 
could control tire prodirctiorr of atorrric power fiorrr 
copper, arrdpreverrt a disastrous explosiorr. 

"So it's irp to rrre to firrd the stirff " tire arrdroid 
told liirnself determirrecUy. 

The Brairr had sketched for Otho a rough 
diagr arrr of the clrasrrrs aroiurd the volcarric regiorr. 

Marry of tirese Sirrrorr Irad rrot closely erqrlored. 

Otiro begarr a systerrratic exploratiorr of therrr. 
The rubbery arrdroid coirld clirrrb like rro otirer 
beirrg irr tire Systerrr. 

He werrt dowir irrto the first clrasrn by 
imperceptible holds orr the jagged wall. 

His keerr. scierrtifically trairred eyes strairred irr 
tire dusk to irrspect tire rock fonrrations. 

With the srrrall steel harrrrrrer he Irad broirght, he 
tapped loose sarrrples here arrd there. A streak of 
bhrish ore he lurcovered at orre spot proved to be 
cobalt, orre of tire rrecessaryrrraterials. Birtlre foimd 
rrorre of their otirer reqirirerrrerrts irr that chasrrr. 

He clarrrbered back irp oirt of it arrd stood 
parrtirrg irporr its rirrr, looldrrg a little dashedly 
across the wildenress of lava arrd crevasses. 

"No worrder Sirrrorr coirldrr't explore all these 
cracks." he tiroirght. "I've picked rrryself a job." 

He resohrtely werrt orr to explore the rrext chasrrr. 
Birt irr it, he foirrrd rrotirirrg at all. Otiro felt 
irrcreasingly worried aboirt tire lack of beryllium 
arrd calcium as he clirrrbed back to tire sur face. 

The beryllium woirld soorr be rreeded for hull- 
corrstmctiorr, arrd a few poiurds of tire calcium 


catalyst must be foiurd before their projected slrip 
coirld leave tiris world. 

As he reached the surface, he suddenly recoiled. 
.A Iralf-dozerr weird creatures had errrerged fiorrr the 
jurrgle arrd were silerrtiy rrrarclring across tire lava- 
beds rrearby. They looked like gigarrtic cerrtipedes. 

Therr Otho recogrrized them as a barrd of the 
Cirbics, tire weird little cooperative cirbical 
creatiues the\' had already seerr. The tliirrgs Irad 
gr'ouped togetirer irrto the cerrtipedal fonrrations. 

They were solemnly crossirrg the lava-beds 
toward the towering double rarrge of volcarroes. 

"Now what the devil are tire\' going oirt tirere 
for?" Otiro worrdered. "They rrrust krrow it's 
darrgerous arourrd the volcarroes." 

The (I’lrbics were headirrg toward tire gigarrtic 
carryorr betweerr the volcarro-ranges, that wliiclr the 
castaways had rrarrred the Carryorr of Chaos. 

The weird creatiues approached a point some 
distance along tire rirrr of tirat tenifiing abyss, arrd 
tirerr disappeared dowir irrto it. 

"Holy space-imps, wlrat reasorr carr tirey have for 
errterirrg that deiilish place?" rrruttered tire arrdroid. 

M ystified arrd irrtiigired, Otiro started 
out across the lava-beds after tire (I’ubics. 
He picked Iris way as tirey had dorre. across tire hot 
e:qranses of solidified lava. 

Swiriirrg srrroke rrrade liirrr cough arrd gasp for 
breatir. But he pressed orr lurtil he reached the rirrr 
of the Carr\'orr of Chaos at the poirrt where the 
Cirbics Irad errtered it. He peered dowir irrto tire 
abyss. 

The Carryorr was a fearsorrre spectacle. Marry 
rrriles lorrg. a mile irr uidtir, arrd ahrrost tirat irr 
deptir, its gloorrry rock walls sarrlc dowirward ahrrost 
vertically everywhere. Far below, a glowirrg. 
rranow river of crirrrsorr lava crawled alorrg the 
floor of the titarr gorge. 

Sirlphiuous smoke arrd blasts of superheated air 
screarrred up fiorrr its deptirs. The lava river at its 
floor, (!)tiro perceived bubbled up fiorrr fiery 
sprirrgs at the rrorth errd of the carryorr arrd flowed 
doinr its length arrd away tlnough arr lurdergroiurd 
clrasrrr at tire southenr errd. 

"But where did the (I’ubics go?" he rrruttered 
tiyirrg to peer doinr tluough the rusliing srrrokes. 

Therr Otiro perceived that a precarious pathway 
led dowirward fiorrr where he crouched, alorrg tire 
steep wall below Irirrr. The creatiues he had 
followed Irad obviously descerrded by tirat path. 
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He was on tlie point of starting dowii after tliem, 
when he glimpsed them retruiiing np die pathway. 
At once Otiio ducked beliind a mass of rocks for 
concealment. 

The Cubics, still joined in groups to form tiie 
centipede-like figiu'es. emerged laboriously from 
the abyss. But now each of tiiese cooperative 
figiues carried witii it a chunlc of rock shot witii 
gray metal. 

"That rock is lead-bearing." Otho thought 
swiftly. "Tliafs good-we need lead. But wdiat ar'e 
they going to do with it?" 

There was no apparent answ^er to tliat riddle. 

The Cubics started rnarcliing back across the 
lava-beds toward tire jiuigle witii tiieir bmdens. 

(!)tiio remembered now’ that when tiiey liad frrst 
encoiuitered the Cubics the little cooperative 
creatures had been carrying similar chunlcs of rock 
with them. 

"\\li\', tiiey come to tins canyon for lead-bearing 
rock!" he tiioirght astoriishedly. "They must be 
more rntelhgent even tliari we frgiu'ed. Wonder 
wiiat tiiey do witii it?" 

He decided at once to enter tiie abyss and locate 
the soiu'ce of the lead ores. 

Lead was one of the needed materials they liad 
not yet located. And there might well be otiier 
required substances downtiiere. 

Yet even the hardy Otiio hesitated a few 
moments before entering that fearsome abyss. The 
smoke and scorclung air tiueatened to asplw'xiate 
even lus toirgli liuigs. His own respiratory system 
was much more resistant to frmies and gases tliari 
tiie ordinary human's. Still, he took care to make 
lumself a rude respirator from strips of clotii wiiicli 
he tore from Iris jacket and boiuid across lus nose 
and mouth. 

T hen Otlio started dowii the patiiway. It 
was so. precarious, and liad so many 
sections tom out of it b\' recent seismic 
convulsions, tliat only the agile android or creatmes 
like the Cubics could possibly descend. 

Smoke-laden winds sluieked and howied 
upw’ard aroiuid liini, as he made lus w'ay slowiy 
down. Hot ashes rained constantly upon luiii, from 
the showers cast up constantly by the towering 
volcanoes tliat flanlced tiie carw’on. The evil glow of 
tiie lava river far below seemed to yawn for liirii. 

(Dtiio kept on. Presently he descried a big ledge 
or shelf in tiie vertical wall close beneath lurii. In a 


few minutes, he was standing upon tins ledge. He 
looked wonderingly aroiuid. 

"Imps of the Siui, the Cubics never did all this!" 
he exclaimed. 

There were ancient mine-workings upon tins 
ledge. Tiuuiels had been chiveri back into the rock 
wall for a dozen yar'ds. and marks of the tools 
wiucli liad dirg them were still evident. 

It was obvious that the piupose of the tiuuiels 
liad been to tap several rich veins of metallic ores 
here. Otiio's trained eyes at once recognized the 
glittering streaks in tiie rock. 

"Not only lead deposits, but also beiyiliiun - 
and plenty of it! " he exulted. "Now if we can only 
frnd the calciiun and a few otiiers, we're all set as 
far as materials are concerned." 

Then wxinder retiuned to conquer lus exultation. 
W'lio had dirg tiiese shafts? 'Wlio liad mined here for 
lead and otiier metals? 

It could not have been tiie Cubics, he tiioirght. 
These cooperative little creatiu'es appeared not to 
make use of tools. The\' apparently came down here 
and seemed chmilcs of the lead-bearing rock wducli 
liad already been loosened b\' tiie ancient mining 
operations. 


CH.APTER XI 


Cosmic Mystery 



(DTHO advanced into one 
tiie. sliafts. Soiiietiung 
its wall caught lus eye. 
was a smooth plate of 
lead, affixed to the 
He discovered that it 
closely witii 
symbols. 

"'WTiy, that's wituig!" he 
"Then wiioei'er 
the mining here long 
were intelligent 
creatiues — maybe hiuiians." 

He pried the soft lead plate out of the rock and 
excitedly examined its engraved characters. They 
w'ere not, of comse. in any language of tiie Solar 
S\rsteni. Here was a cosmic mystery, indeed! 

"The cluef and Simon will be plenty excited by 
tius tlurig," Otiio tiiought. "And by the beiyiliiun 
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and lead I've found. " 

At tliat moment, there came a slight quivering of 
the rock walls around liim. It put liiin instantly on 
die alert. 

"Better get out of here, and tell the odiers about 
diis!" 

■At the moment the words left Iris lips, he was 
duown horn Iris feet by a tenifc shock. Flattened 
upon die door of die ledge, he heard an awM 
giinding roar as die whole Canyon of Cliaos rocked 
wildly. 

It was die same unprecendentedly sdong quake 
wliich at tins very moment was so staiding to die 
other Futmemen and die mutineers, back at the 
camp. But it had disasdous effects here. 

(Ddio heard a cracking, crasliing reverberation 
from above as he sdiiggled to Ids feet on the 
swaying ledge. Fie looked up. .A whole vast mass of 
die canyon, wall above 1dm liad been split loose by 
die shock and was falling toward Idiii. 

With a smodiered yell. Otho plunged into the 
nearest of the ancient ndne-tuiuiels. He was not a 
moment too soon. A shower of boulders crashed 
dowii upon die ledge, as a huge mass of the rock 
above split loose and fell. 

The shock gi'adually died away. Otho picked Ids 
way out onto die rock-sdewii ledge, and then 
uttered a ciy of consteniation. 

"Now how am I going to get out of here?" 

The violent quake had split off a gr eat section 
of die rock wall just above the ledge, desd oying die 
precarious path upward. There was a great cleft in 
the wall tiiere. wldcli even Odio coidd not hope to 
climb. He was dapped upon the ledge. 

(Ddio. as he looked around in disniay. became 
aware of a louder roaring and Idssing beneath Idiii. 
He peered down into the canyon. 

His disniay became acute. The molten lava river 
down tiiere at die door of die abyss was rapidly 
rising. The shock had opened new rifts by wliich 
die liquid lava was poming into die bottom of the 
canyon faster tlian the single nanow oudet coidd 
cai'iy it away. 

"Holy sun-imps, tins is a real jam! " muttered the 
android. "Tliat lava will be wasldng over dds ledge 
in anlioui'." 

He peered intendy tiirough the swirling smoke, 
endeavoring to discover some way of escape from 
die ledge. There w'as none. .And die lava continued 
to rise relendessly. 

How to get help? Captain Future and the others 


cEcbit even biow’ he was dowii here in die Canyon 
of Chaos. He liad to signal them somehow. How? 

"I'd give my right aim for a rocket signal-pistol 
right now." he thought. 

That drought brought a vague possible expedient 
into Ids fertile mind. There night be a w^ay of 
signaling the odiers. 

HopeMly (!)tiio began searcldng tluough the 
mass of broken rock tliat now' littered the ledge. He 
dually found some chiudcs of a rock tliat he thought 
ndght be suitable for Ids purpose. It was a tawny 
stone sd ealced with rich veins of orange mineral. 

(!)tiio experimentally tossed a small piece of it 
dowii into the rising lava. As die rock melted and 
vaporized in the molten river, a small puff of 
orange-colored smoke shot up doiii it. 

"Yes. that ndght do it." Odio told Idmself "Here 
goes, anyway." 

H e assembled a nimiber of chuidcs of tliat 
orange rock. Then be began tossing diem 
down into the fieiy lava. 

He dropped diem in a certain order first a small 
cliimk. dieri a large one. then two small ones, and 
so on. 

From each cliimlc of rock, as it melted and 
vaporized, a brilliant pirff of orange smoke shot up 
dnougli die swirling dunes to the siuface above the 
canyon. The succession of short and long puffs of 
orange smoke were spelling out Odio's message in 
die Futmenien's code. . 

"I-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-o-n-c-o-m-e k q-u-i-c-k-1- 

y--" 

He came to die end of bis message. Hopeddly. 
be peered up tluough the diiding smoke. Those 
distinctive orange puffs slioidd liave been visible 
doiii a distance. If die others bad only seen them. 

But no one came to answer bis signals. His 
hopes declined. .And die molten lava was still 
rising. The beat was becoming terridc. He 
assembled more chiuilcs of orange rock and 
repeated Ids smoke-prrff message. 

■Again be w'aited. There was still no answer. .And 
die ciimson tide of rising lava w'as now only a few 
hruidred feet below die ledge. 

"Tlds," muttered the luidaiuited android calmly, 
"begins to look serious. I won't have time for many 
more signals. " 

Then be discovered that he had not enough of 
die chendcal-laden rock for even one more signal. 
There were only a few chiuiks of it left. 
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(!)tlio used them to spellout a last, incomplete 
smoke-signal, "l-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-o-n 

"If none of diem see that, tliis cmsed place is 
liable to be die end of Odio's rocket-hail," he 
muttered. 

,A few minutes passed. Then a tlnill of hope shot 
tluoiigh the andi'oid as he glimpsed a small, cubical 
object d\ing dowii toward Ihiii tlnough the swirling 
fmiies. 

It was the Brain. ,And Simon Wright was liaving 
a difficult time to beat against the wild cmi'ents of 
up-steaming hot air. Odio yelled and waved liis 
arms, and liis old comrade saw' and came tow'ard 
luni. 

The Brain was quickly beside the ledge the. His 
square, transparent "body" hovered in die air, lus 
lens-like eyes estimating the desperate situation as 
Odio erqilained lus predicament. 

"Hmiiph, it's luclw for you tliat 1 saw' yoiu last 
smoke-signal," said Simon. "I've been 
recomioiteiing some of the chasms northeast of 
here. 1 foiuid some rich veins of magnesiimi and 
cadmiimi in one of them." 

"You can talk about tliat later," Odio said 
hastily. "Right now', how am 1 to get out of here? 
Tliat rising lava will be over the ledge soon." 

"Well, 1 can't possibly lift you out of here," 
rasped die Brain. "I'll have to find Cmtis and Grag." 

Simon's gaze fell upon die inscribed lead plate 
w'luch (!)dio had w'lenched from the w'all of the 
ancient shafts. "Whafs diat?" 

Odio e:^lained hmiiedly how' he had foiuid tliat 
mysterious relic of the past. 

"Why, that's amazing," Simon exclaimed with 
deep interest. "1 believe diose cliaracters liave a 
resemblance to the ,Antaiian language. Let me see 
It." 

"For space's sake, Simon, forget yoiu scientific 
cmiosity for now' and go get the odiers!" howied 
Odio. 

".All right, but take care of tliat plate," cautioned 
Simon. "1 don't want to see it destr oyed. " 

"You're worrying a lot more about the ciu'sed 
plate than you are about me," Odio declared, 
outraged. 

The Brain shot up duoiigh the streaming smoke 
and disappeared. The lava was still rising 
menacingh', and the heat and ftmies fi'om it liad 
become almost oveipow'ering. 


B ut Odio felt reassmed. He had iirihmited 
confidence in lus fellow' Futmenien. He 
crouched as far back on the ledge as he could get. 
gasping for breath against die choking ftuiies. 

It seemed a long time to luiii before he heard a 
yell fi'oiii above. Then a long rope made of tough 
lines knotted togedier w'as let down to luni. The 
agile android instandy grabbed it and was chawii 
up. 

Captain Futiue, Grag and the Brain greeted lum 
diversely wiieii he tliaidcfully emerged onto the rim 
of the Canyon of Chaos. 

"So we liad to pull you out of another crazv' 
jam!" said Grag loudly. "WTiat die devil were you 
doing poking aroiuid in tlus place? " 

"Did you find an\' beiylliiuii or calciimi, (!)dio?" 
Ciut asked. 

"1 foiuid beiviliiun, lead and some odier metals 
in plentv', but it won't do us any good now'," Odio 
answered mefiilly. "Look, die lava dow'ii diere is 
covering the wiiole ledge." 

"That doesn't matter - we can trace the 
beiviliiun vein and mine it fioiii up here," Captain 
Futiue assiued. "Wliat about calciimi?" 

Odio shook lus head. "No sign of that. " 

Ciu't fi'owmed. "That's not so good. We've now 
foiuid almost every element w'e'll need, except 
calciimi. ,Arid we liaven't foiuid a grain of it." 

"You saved die lead plate?" die Brain asked 
Odio anxiously. "Ciu-tis, look at dus." 

Ciut W'as as astoiuided as Simon liad been w'hen 
he learned of Odio's discovery of the ancient mine- 
workings, and inspected the plate. 

"You say die Cubics were taking chiuilcs of lead- 
bearing rock out of die place'?" he repeated 
puzzledly. 

"Yes, but the Cubics never sank diose sliafts," 
(;)dio replied. "It was done ages ago, b\' die look of 
dieiii." 

"Tlus is a mystery," Captain Futiu'e said 
thoirghtfidly "It seems tliat Astarfall once had an 
intelligent hiuiian or semi-hiuiian race. Who coidd 
diey have been? How long ago did diey exist on 
dus planetoid?" 

"Don't the symbols on diat plate look soniedung 
like die characters of die ,Aritarian language, that we 
learned on oiu' quest for the Birtliplace?" the Brain 
keenly asked the red-haired plarieteer. 

Simon was refening to a previous adventiue of 
die Futiuemen, an epic quest amid die more remote 
stars of the galaxy for die Birdiplace of Matter. 
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Dming that quest, tlie\' had had contact with natives 
of the star Antares' worlds and liad learned 
sornetliing of the .Antarian language. 

"It does look a little like ^Antariair," Ciut 
achnitted. 

"Maybe there are .Airtarians liidden on Astarfall 
yet?" Grag proposed. "Maybe diey're the 
mysterious Dwellers tlrat Rollinger keeps ra\ing 
about ?" 

"That doesn't seem possible," (liut muttered. 
"Yet there is some great riddle about tliis planetoid 
wliich we liaven't guessed." 

"I tliiirlc tlrat widi sufficient study I could 
partially translate firis inscription," sand fire Braiir 
quickly. "It rrright tell us sorrrefiriirg. " 

"Later oir, Sirrroir," Captaiir Firture agr'eed. 
"We've got too rriirch work oir Iraird right rrow, 
startirrg corrstructiorr of a slrip. Yorr all brow what 
firat shock rrrearrt. It rrrearrt tlrat Astarfall is 
sweepirrg toward doorrr ! " 

The day was already far advarrced, brrt before 
firey retimred to fire errcarrrprrrerrt, they had rrsed 
fireir geological browledge to trace fire bervlliurrr 
veirr to orre of the chasrrrs sorrre, distarrce fiorrr the 
volcanic area. 

W HEN firey errtered carrrp, Crut stifferred. 
Morerrros was comirrg toward therrr. The 
Verrusiarr spoke earrresfiy. 

"Captairr Frrtiue, I warrt to apologize for 
rrrolesfirrg fire girl firis rrrorrrirrg. I was clear orrt of 
orbit." 

The Frrtiuerrrerr arrd fire other rrrrrtirreers wlro 
heard were eqrrally astorrished. Brrt Crut Newtorr 
eyed the Verrrrsiarr rurforgivirrgly. 

"Therr I'm to rurderstarrd that yorr've Irad a 
charrge of heart?" Crut asked chyly. 

Morerrros sluugged. "There's rro love lost 
betweerr rrs, yorr krrow firat as well as I do. Brrt 
we're all irr the sarrre boat, arrd liim Ivarr gave Iris 
prorrrise to yorr tlrat firere'd be rro trorrble. I'll stick 
by tlrat." 

Wlrerr the \'errusiarr Irad gorre, Otho. looked after 
Irirrr siuprisedly. "I rrever thorrght that he worrld 
krrrrclde dowrr." 

"He's orrly rriusirrg us alorrg rurtil we Irave birilt a 
slrip arrd got away fiorrr here," Crut predicted. 
"We're Iris orrly charrce of escape, arrd he's srrrart 
errortgh to realize tlrat. Brrt orrce away fiorrr 
Astarfall. look orrt! Tlrat \'errirsiarr hates rrre worse 
tharr arryorre else here. .Air\way, tirere shoirldir't be 


arr\' rrrore trorrble to irrterfere with oiu w'ork. " 

C URT was wTorrg. That very rriglrt. fiuee 
rrrore rrrerr disappeared irrexplicably fiorrr 
fire carrrp. 

The disappeararrces were rrot discovered rurtil 
after breakfast fire rrext rrrorrrirrg. Therr Grabo, wlro 
was asserrrblirrg Iris foragirrg party for fire day's 
work irr the jrurgle, discovered that orre of Iris rrrerr 
was rrrissirrg. A quick check disclosed tlrat two 
ofirers of the rrrrrtirreers were gorre also. 

The disappeararrces were rrtterly baftlirrg firis 
tirrre. For fire stockade of Iriglr, poirrted poles rrow 
fonrred a corrrplete errclosrue arorurd the camp. The 
orrly gate fiuorrgh it Irad beerr girarded all rriglrt b\' 
old Trrlilrrs Tlurrur arrd George McClirrtorr. Arrd 
both the old pirate arrd the prrure-lovirrg errgirreer 
insisted firat the fiuee rrrissirrg rrrerr had rrot gorre orrt 
fire gate. 

"We sat with oru backs to tlrat gate all rriglrt!" 
Tirlrlus declared. 

"That's r-right," stirttered McClirrtorr. "1 was t- 
trvirrg to corrvirrce Trrlrlirs Tlurrur of fire f-food 
vahre of p-pnures. We were awake all the t-tirrre." 

"Those fiuee rrrerr must have gorre orrt fire gate. 
It's fire orrly way orrt of the carrrp, arrd firey're rrot 
here rrow!" swore Him Ivarr. 

Boraboll's teefir were chatterirrg with fear as the 
fat Urarriarr srrggested, "Those Dwellers Rollirrger 
raves abort! took therrr for srue." 

"How corrld yoru srtpposed Dw’ellers enter the 
carrrp if they dicbr't corrre fiuorrgh fire gate?" Captairr 
Frrtrue asked irrcredrrlorrsly. 

"They rrright be qrreer creatrues of file grorurd, 
wiro corrld truurel up fiuorrgh file soil." advanced 
the terrified Urarriarr. 

They made a thororrgh search of fire wiiole 
sruface of file knoll. Brrt fiiorrgh tire\' inspected 
every foot of the grorurd. arrd even stirred, file soil 
arorurd the sills of the huts arrd the roots of the giant 
cacti. fiie\' foruid rro traces of such mole-like 
monsters as Boraboll suggested. 

"That settles it," muttered Grabo. "The Dwellers 
must be irrrisible morr-sters of some land." 

"Even invisible monsters couldn't come fiuorrgh 
a closed gate," soruly reminded ICiiri Ivarr. 

"If yorr ask me. " chawied Ezra Gruney eanrestiy. 
"I still say that fire Dwellers ar'e none ofirer tharr 
fiieiri Cubics. They corrld get irr wirere notlriri else 
could by brealdrr' up arrd slippiri in orre by orre." 
Some of the castaways w^ere struck by firis idea. 
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Grabo said tlioughtflilly. "The Cubics' conuiuuiitN' 
must be near here in the jiuigle. We've glimpsed die 
creatiu'es several dines when we were out 
foraging. " 

Cmt shook liis head. "Even if die Cubics could 
get in. diey couldn't take tluee men out tluough the 
stockade like that." 

He turned to die Brain. "Simon, you never sleep. 
Did you hear or see anydung dming the night?" 

"No. lad." was the reply. "1 spent the whole night 
attempting to danslate tliat .Antaiian lead tablet 
Odio found in the Canyon of Cliaos. 1 was too 
engrossed to notice aiuddng." 

Neidier had Grag. it developed, heard aiwllung. 
■All their attempts at solution of the menacing 
mystery seemed to end in a blaidc wall. 

"Well. 1 don't see that we can do aiulldng but 
double the watch from now on at the gate of die 
stockade." Cmt said. "We've got too tenific a job 
on om hands to lose dine investigating now." 

In fact, the task ahead was beginning to look 
impossible even to the indomitable planeteer. They 
had spent nearly a week widi little more to show for 
it tlian an array of steel tools. And witlun seven 
more weeks. .Astarfall would be shattered as it 
approached the dreaded Limit. 

F uture drove the work diat day widi a 
frerceriess of pmpose born of dreadfrd 
apprehension. He pressed into service all of IGrii 
Ivan's followers except those engaged in die task of 
maintaining the food supply. 

He divided them into two parties. One engaged 
in rninirig copper ore from the cliasni in wlucli the 
Brain liad located a deposit. The odier party began 
excavating lead-bearing minerals fr'orii the vein 
wluch Captain Eirtme had fraced fr'orii the Canyon 
of Chaos. 

"Eutme. I'm not lacking, but it seems to rue 
we're not getting anywhere on a slup." said ICirii 
Ivan, wiping sweat from Ids brow'. "What are we 
digging all tlds lead for? You can't build a space 
sliip of lead." 

"You can't build a slup." Cmt coiuitered. 
"without an atomic smelter and forge to turn out 
youi' beams and plates. It w'oiild be hopeless to fry 
doing it by hand. Therefore, om frrst need is an 
atomic smelter . " 

He added. "Tliaf s wiiat the lead is for. To make 
a cyclotron for production of atomic energy, you 
have to have inertron. Notlung else will widistarid 


die explosion of disintegrating atoms. .And iiieitron 
is a compound of lead and otiier elements." 

"But wily have you got the otiier lads digging 
copper? " the big Martian wanted to know'. 

"Because a cyclofrori's heart is the elecfric 
apparatus that erqilodes its unstable atomic frrel by 
a powerfril charge." Captain future answered. 
"Elecfrical apparatus means coil-wire and 
condensers, and tiiey mean copper." 

He concluded grimly. ".And that's ordy the half 
of it. We'll also have to liave calcium and a half- 
dozen otiier substances before we can get going. 
.And we haven't even fomid some of them yet. " 

"You make the dung sound impossible." 
gi'oaned Iviiii Ivan discomagedly. 

Curt smiled grimly as he stooped again witii lus 
pick at the toilsome w'ork of loosening masses of 
die lead-bearing rock. 

"Cheer irp. Kirn. Once we manage to get a eye 
brrilt. dungs will go a little laser. " 

Yet Cmt Newiori luriiself felt dark apprehension 
all tluough the long day of back-brealdng toil. .An 
icy preriionitiori of possible failme oppressed lus 
riiirid. 

Had he. for once, set lumself and the firtmemen 
too gigantic a task? To brrild a space slup oirt of 
nothing! .And to do it witluri a terribly short tiriie- 
liriut. with dangerous crimirials wiio liated lurii for 
w'orkers, and with a malign mystery of tlus alien 
world menacing them? 

He let none of die otiiers see lus doubts. He kept 
lus mein confrdent in spite of lus bone-cruslung 
weariness, as tiiey dr agged tiieir masses of lead and 
copper ore back to the camp at die end of die day. 


CH.APTER Xll 


WioAre the Dwellers? 



KIM IVAN came to Cmt as 
fell. 

"I've put a couple of men on 
at each side of the 
tockade tonight." he 
ruiomiced. 

Cmt nodded. "I'm going to 
watch myself tonight also. 

"I'll watch with you. then." 
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tlie big Maitian declared. "Though space knows I'm 
tired enough to sleep a week." 

The Brain had a discoiuaging report for Captain 
Fntiue that night. Simon liad spent die day 
exploring die more distant chasms in search of die 
few elements they still lacked. 

"I slid can 't dnd any traces of calcimii. lad. 
There just doesn't seem to be any of it on diis 
world." 

"That's bad," Cmt admitted. "We simply hai'e to 
find a little of it, or no space slup we build will ever 
take off." 

His droughts were somber as he sat with liiiii 
Ivan outside one of die huts later and kept watch 
upon the sleeping camp. Except for an occasional 
shuffle of movement by the guards around die 
stockade-gate, and the low medley of bird and 
animal noises from the jungle, it was silent. 

The great chift of stars tliat belted the night sky 
shed a vague light upon the camp. The gigandc. 
baiTel-shaped cacd nearby duew grotesque 
shadows. Near the fire poised the sdange, cubical 
shape of the Brain, intently stud\ing by the firelight 
die inscribed lead tablet of nw'stery. 

Ivim h'an woke fioiii a gi'owing di'owsiness at a 
low, wailing sound. "'Wliat's that?" 

''(!)nly Rollinger starting again." Cmt answered 
in a low voice. 

The ra\ing mutter came fioiii the hut in wliich 
Grag kept padent watch over die bound madman. It 
raoe slowly in pitcli, grew mare fiandc. 

Captain Futme suddeidy sdffened. Joan Randall 
had just emerged from her hut into die starlight. 
She started to walk in an oddly rigid, mechanical 
sdide. Her face was wliite and expressionless. 

"Joan, what's the matter?" he called anxiously. 

There was no answer fi'oiii the girl. In sudden 
alarm, Cmt sprang to her side and gr asped her arm. 
"Joan! " 

Joan sdiiggled to fi'ee herself of lus gi'asp. for a 
moment. Then she suddenly shuddered \iolendy. 
and looked wildly around. 

"Cmt! " she gasped. Quivering, she clung to luni. 
"Cmt, they had me! They were di'awing me out to 
diem. " 

He soodied her. "Relax. Joan. You've just liad a 
nightmare, and started sleep-walking." 

Her fine face was pallid with lion'or. "No. Curt — 
it was more than a nightniare! In riiy sleep, diey 
Iwpnodzed rue soriiehow\ dr'ew'riie!" 

Capdri Futme's brows knitted together. "Tell rue 


just wiiat liapperied. Who or wiiat are 'diey'?" 

It was some riioriierits before the shuddering girl 
coidd speak calmly. The stamp of a tenible 
ejqierience sdll in her dark eyes. 

"I don't know’ wiiat or wiiere diey are," she said 
breatldessly. ".All I blow is tliat soon after I fell 
asleep. I began to feel cold, pow’erfid minds that 
somehow were reacliing out to grip riiy rmrid." 

"Say, that's wiiat I felt a litde of in the bad 
dreams I liad the odier night." Kirn h'an inteirupted 
liastily. "It w'as so bad, I w’oke up. Some of die 
odier chaps had die same land of dr eams. " 

"But I didn't wake up. I couldn't, though I 
wanted horribly to." Joan gasped. "The icy grip of 
diose mental attackers held rue just as a rabbit is 
held by a snake's eyes. .And just like a Iwpnodzed 
rabbit. I felt myself getting up and walking out of 
riiy hut. I knew that I was walking tow’ard 
sometliirig aw’fid, but I coiddn't stop until you 
aw'oke rue. Curt. " 

C APTAIN RJTURE was thoughtful as he 
held her protecdngly in lus arms. He 
looked over her dark head at liirii Ivan. 

"I begin to see riow%'' he muttered. "The 
Dwellers, as Rollinger called dierii, ar'e creatiues 
wiio somehow use deriieridous telepatluc power to 
di'aw licdnis toward themselves. There's no odier 
erqilanation. " 

liiiii Ivan looked scared. "You mean that 
somedung or dungs out there in the jmigle reached 
in here with Iwpnotic telepadiy and dragged out all 
om men that disappeared?" 

"But whoever heard of a creatme of prey that 
drew its \icdnis to it by Iwpnodsni?" exclaimed 
Odio. 

Cmt sluugged helplessly. "The life of tlus 
planetoid lias follow^ed fieakish padis of evolution, 
for some reason." 

"I'm still bettin' tliat them Cubics are wiiat's doin' 
it," muttered Ezra Gmney darkly. 

The conuiiotion liad aroused many in die camp. 
They seemed sdicken by a dull honor as they 
speculated upon die mysterious Dwellers wiio 
somehow could reach into die camp b\' telepaduc 
power to seize dieir prey. 

"You'll notice," Ciut Newton conuiiented. "that 
none of us ar'e ever mentally attacked wiien we're 
awake. It's oidy in sleep, wiien die conscious mind 
is no longer on guard, tliat die Dwellers make their 
telepatluc attack. " 
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"M-ni-maybe tliat. explains wh\' R-rollinger is 
more sensitive to tire di-tliings tlian we are." 
stuttered George McClinton. "His c-conscious mind 
is so shattered that he lias n-n-no guard against the 
Dwellers. " 

The Brain liad joined tliem. .And Simon Wright 
now imparted news to them. 

"I've been hying to hanslate that Antaiian tablet 
wluch (Dhio found. If s exhemely difficult, and I've 
only translated a few pluases here and there. But 
what I've deciphered seems to refer to predatory 
creatmes who use mental attack to seize \ichms. 
Undoubtedly, the Dwellers. " 

"If you can translate all of tliat, it might tel us 
more about hie Dwellers and idenhfy them for us!" 
Captain Fiitme exclaimed. "There's some 
tremendous liddle about tlus planetoid and its 
shange foiiiis oflife. The lead tablet mayprove the 
key to hie riddle. Keep worldng on it. Simon. " 

There seemed notliing more hiey coihd do to 
protect themselves until hiey slioihd have found 
some clue to the idenhty of their attackers. .And the 
work that engaged hieiii was too \ital to halt for 
any reason. 

Dming the next days, hie Futmenien kept hieir 
improvised smelter nuniing full blast. With painful 
slowness, hiey managed to refine a considerable 
quantity of copper, lead and ohier necessary metals. 

Curt kept IGm h'an's men at work mining and 
biinging in more of hie ores. The mutineers swore 
at the labor of the task, but were too conscious of 
hie life-or-deahi necessit>’ of it to refiise. Twice, 
sh ong heniors shook the sm face of the planetoid in 
hiose few' days. And hie acti\ity of the volcanoes 
nearby seemed becoming ominously greater . 

Dming hiese few nights, hiey had no more 
attacks fi'oiii hie mysterious enemy and no more 
disappearances. The\' were nearly all on the w'atch 
hie first nights. But nohung liappened. It was as 
though the Dwellers were awai'e of their 
w'atchfihness, and would not make hieir telepahuc 
ahack wiien hie humans were on guard. 

Grabo and liis foragers found no clue to hie 
identity of the Dwellers in hie jungle. "We've kept 
OUT' eyes open, but we haven't seen an\' creatmes 
who might be hieiii," reported hie ,To\ian. "Except 
for the Cubics and those big rodents and birds, 
there isn't much aninial life here - just a wild mass 
of hiose tangle-hees and ohier deiilish queer 
plants." 

"If w'e coihd spare the time to beat thorouglhy 


hnougli the jiuigle we might find hie Dwellers." 
(Aut said. 

"But we can't. The days ai'e going by and we still 
liave'.t even started real conshuchon of a slip." 

The w'ork of preparahon for conshuchon 
seemed, indeed, agonizingly slow. The tenific 
necessity of building every' tool, meclianism and 
instimiient hie\' needed w'as nialdng big inroads 
into their limited hnie. 

Captain Futiu'e and Grag and Ohio and George 
McClinton had begiui building the first cyclohon. 
or atomic pow'er generator. 

F irst, they liad had to go back to steel- 
making and forge big crucibles of heat- 
resistant steel. With hiese. hiey coihd handle the 
softer metals of lead and copper and others, when 
in a molten condition. 

Cmt built up a clay mold, wihi irhinite care. Into 
tlhs the\' pomed molten iiieitron, the alloy 
composed of lead and tempeiing elements. 'Wlien 
the metal had cooled, they broke open hie mold and 
liad a small but massive cylindrical shell of 
inerhori. Tlhs was to be the main pow'er-cliariiber of 
hie cyclohon. The orhy operhngs in hie cylinder 
were the small ones at the top for the ftiel-feed and 
iriiector, and the bigger one for hie pow'er-take-off. 

"Now to cast the fittings," Curt said. "The fiiel 
feed-lines and the power take-off lines all have to 
be inerhon. too. as w'ell as hie valves. .And om orhy 
way to get 'em is to cast 'em. W'e've not hie 
elaborate equipment tliat you need for iiiaclurhng 
ineihon." 

"Oh, L-L-Lord." gi'oaned George McClinton. 
"I've w'orked with eyes for years, b-b-but never 
realized what it w'as to b-b-build one." 

Wlhle hiey toiled to firhsli hie fiiel-feed, iriiector 
and power-leads, the Brain w'as ranging out every 
day to explore hie cliasms and gorges. 

Calcimn was what Simon was looking for. most 
of all. The vital catalyst was imperahve If hie\' were 
to uhlize hie tremendous atomic energies locked up 
in copper. But the Brain reported no success. 

"1 am beginning to fear," said Simon, "tliat hiere 
is no accessible calcimn on .Astarfall." 

Curt bit liis lip. "W'e've got oiu' makesluft eye 
almost finished. But we can't use copper fiiel in it 
until we have a little calcium." 

Copper w'as hie fuel most ordinarily used in 
cyclohons. That metal released more atomic energy 
when cUsintegi'ated tlian did any ohier ordinary 
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substance. It released so much energv'. indeed, tliat 
it would blow any cyclohon apart luiless its 
disintegr'ation was slowed dowir by calciiun. 

"We c-c-could use iron for fliel, instead of c-c- 
copper." McClinton suggested. "It won't p-produce 
half as much power as c-copper would, but it c- 
could be used w-\\ithout the c-calcimn catalyst." 

"It's wliat we'll have to do. to get going." Captain 
Futme agreed. "But we still must liave calcirmi! 
(!)nly copper will release enough energy’ to power a 
space-sliip! Unless we get a little calciiun, any sliip 
we build will never take off" 

He put McClinton to work upon casting the 
ineitron valves and fittings. The lanky engineer 
labored diligently, stopping only to miuich a few of 
Iris dried pnuies now and tlien. 

"They g-g-give me energy." he defended when 
Joan chaffed liiin about liis addiction. "P-people 
don't realize tlie value of p-pnuies. " 

"Wliafll you do when tliey're all gone?" Joan 
laughed. "Yoiu case is almost empty ." 

He looked dismal. "I know. That's why I'm w- 
working so hard to g-get tlie sliip started. To get 
back to c-ci\ihzation and p- primes." 

Captain Futme liimself was engaged upon the 
harder job of building the electric fning-mechanism 
for tlieir cyclohon. 

A cyclohon is operated by disintegi'ating 
powdered metal fuel atoms into their constituent 
elections. Tliis e^qiloding cloud of fiee elections 
was in reality what people called atomic energy. 

O NCE the disintegration process was 
started. It was self-continuing as long as 
hie injector fed powdered fuel. But to start it, it was 
necessar'y to have a tiigger-apparatus consisting of 
an electrostatic generator tliat would release a bolt 
violent enough to start tlie disintegration witliin a 
small tiigger-tube attached to the main power- 
chamber. 

"How the devil do we build an electrostatic 
generator when we don't even have a foot of wire?" 
Otho demanded. 

"We make the wire first," Cmt retorted. 

"Tliis tiling gets more complicated tlie fiuther we 
go witli it," groaned the anchoid. 

But he fell to with Grag and Cmt in the 
tremendously difficult task of chawing out the 
necessary wire fi oni tlieir supply of smelted copper. 

Joan's deft fingers w'ove fine fiber tlueads from 
certain plants into tlie necessary insulation for the 


wire. Cmt womid the complex coils, upon wooden 
fianies. Gradirally tlie electrostatic generator took 
shape. 

The ineitron trigger-tube w'as fitted into one of 
file small openings of tlieir cyclotron, with its 
electrodes in place inside it and with heavy copper 
cables luiniing fi'oni it to the generator itself 

The generator contained the condensers for 
storing fire cliarge. fire transformer coils, and the 
copper spheres, belts and brushes of an electi'ostatic 
macliine winch w^as to be tinned by a geared craiilc. 

"We're about r-r -ready," said Mcdiinton 
hopefiilly. at last. "I p-p-put fire refined iron powMer 
into the f-f-fiiel-hopper." 

Everyone of the castaways was gafiiered that 
monhiig to witness fire test of the vital cyclotron 
upon winch all of them had labored in some way or 
ofiier. .An atmosphere of tension held fiiem. 

Grag liad already for some time been tmning fire 
craiilc of the electrostatic generator, building up the 
charge in its condensers. Lacldng instimnents. Cmt 
liad to calculate mentally fire amoiuit of charge 
available. 

"It should be enoirgh to fire fire trigger-tube." he 
said tautly. "Shove in the injector, George." 

The prime-chewing engineer eagerly obeyed, 
pusliing down fire biob atop the massive little 
cyclotron, iriiecfing a charge of powdered iron into 
it. 

Captain Eutine instantly closed fire heavy switch 
tliat broke the copper cable cormecting the 
generator to the eye. The stored electric charge 
flashed into the trigger-tube of fire cyclotron. 

There was a sharp detonation as the tenifre 
elecfic bolt started fire bit of fiiel in fire trigger-tube 
disintegrating. .Almost instantly, it w’as followed by 
a bursting, \ibrating roar as the process of atomic 
disintegration spread to the main cliarge of 
powdered iron in fire pow^er-cliarnber . 

Cmt depressed the valve-lever atop the power 
take-off. from that take-off tube, a jet of pale wiiite 
fire lanced out. It was a sword of atomic energy tliat 
cut deep into the side of the knoll belund the 
cyclotron. 

"She works!" yelled Ofiio. Iris face aflame with 
excitement. 

"By space, you've done it!" bellowed liim Ivan. 
"We've got atomic pow’er nowi " 

Weary as he was, Cmt Newton felt a tluill of 
inexfinguisliable pride in wiiat the\’ liad done. In 
two short weeks, fiiey liad retraced the wiiole 
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liistoiy of hmnan invention fiom fire to atomic 
power . 

They had started fi'om notliing, as the first 
primitive savages of Earth liad done. The only 
difference was that tliey liad had fire kncv^ledge 
slowly gatliered by hiurdieds of generations, and 
had been able to apply it. 

"N-n-now do we start laying the f-fiame of the 
sliip?" McClinton asked eagerly, but Captain Fntme 
shook liis head. 

"Not yet. We've got to build more cycloti'ons 
first. We'll need them for tire immense labor of 
actual constinction. Then when we've built the sliip. 
0111 ' cycloti'ons can be installed in it as its 
propnlsion macliineiy." 

C URT di'ove the work relentlessly on in the 
next days, spending every’ possible minute 
on file constiucfion of more cyclotions. Progress 
was much faster now. for fiiey could use the eye 
fiiey had already built to power an atomic smelter 
that reduced the finie of operations gi'eafiy. 

But on tliat first night after coni-plefing the 
original cyclotron, two more men had mysteriously 
disappeared! Old Tulilus Thuun and one of 
Mcd’linton's engineers vanished as inexplicably as 
fiiough fiiey liad been swallowed by tliin air. And 
the stockade wall liad been guarded all night! 

Next night, another mutineer vanished. Few 
slept on the following nights, so great was fire 
alarm and fear. Notling happened fiiose nights. 
Tlian fire vanisliings started again. 

Panic halted file operations of the mutineers. 
Their terror was so gi'eat tliat fiiey reftised longer to 
assist the Futiuemen's labors. 

"There's no use of worldng to build a slip!" 
cried Boraboll when Ciut tried to get them to 
resimie work. "Long before we get a slip built, the . 
Dwellers will liave nimdered all of us! " 

Ciut felt baffled desperation. He had depended 
on file mutineers to mine the gr eat amount of metal- 
ores necessary for construction. Their paniclcy 
stoppage of work imperiled, all Iris hopes of 
building a slip in time to escape from fids doomed 
world. 

"We demand that the ciu'sed Dwellers be found 
and destr oyed before we'll go on working ! " shouted 
one of the rebels. 

"We can't stop work now to search for fire 
Dwellers." Captain Futiue pleaded desperately. 
"We're beldnd schedule as it is. In a little more tlian 


foiu' weeks. Astarfall is going to.be desti'oyed." . 

ICiin Ivan added liis aufiioiity to Ciut Newdon's 
plea. "Don't be idiots!" the big Martian stormed Iris 
followers. "The Dwellers may get sa/ne us. hut 
luiless we build a sliip in till we're all finished." 

Moremos nodded agreement. The \'enusian 
miu'derer not to liave seen the force of argimients. 
Its logic was luideniable. 

"You know 1 have no love for Futiue. but he's 
light in tliis." snapped Moremos. "We still haven't 
file faintest clue as to wliat or where file Dwellers 
are. We might spend weeks hiuiting for them 
without success." 

But the superstitious teiTor of most of the 
mutineers was not to be allayed by cold reason. The 
nearer danger loomed bigger to fiiem. 

"We're not going to work in fiiose diggings all 
day and then be afiaid to sleep at night, lest we 
vanish, too! " Boraboll squeaked. 

Ciut Newion felt a sense of fiustiation. He could 
luiderstand the terror of these men. But their 
panicky strike was the last str aw. 

Unerqiectedly. fire Brain came to lus help. Simon 
Wright glided to lus side and spoke coolly. 

"Tell them to quit acting like scar'ed cliildi'en - 
that 1 now have at least a clue to the Dwellers." said 
file Brain. "I've managed paifially to decipher tliat 
inscribed tablet fi om file Canyon of Cliaos. " 

"Simon, then you've foiuid out sometliing about 
file mystery of tlus place?" demanded Ciut. 

"Yes. lad." answered the Brain. "1 have at least 
begiui to solve the riddle of tins planetoid's strange 
lustory. " 

CH.APTER Xlll 


Tragedy of the Void 


■!5 FUTURE was more than a 
i^little excied by tlus in- 
^brniation. 

W "Does that inscription 
f Identify' the Dwellers?" he asked 
Hquicldy. 

"No." admitted Simon 
[SWright. "But it does give a 
ifpossible clue to them, if we 
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coiild decipher all tire wilting. You see. the 
inscription was the Antarian language, as we 
smniised. But none of us have more thair sketchy 
acquaintance witir tliat tongue from oiu' brief 
experience with it. .Aird tins wiiting seems to be irr 
a quite ancient form of it. Many terms 1 coirld not 
translate." 

"Wlrat became of the men wdio left that tablet?" 
asked Joan w'orrderingly. 

"I'rn conring to tliat." said tire Brain. "It appears 
that tliis little world we call Astarfall has a strange 
and terrible Itistory. But 1 sliall read you m\' partial 
translation itself" 

Everyone listened with deep interest as the 
Brain's cltill. metallic voice recited Iris translation 
oftlie old tablet. 

"We men of .Vntares colonized this small world mam' 
aenei ations ago. This world was then the moon of a planet in 
the system of **** near oiu' own star. It possessed mineial 
resomces. and to exploit Arose resomces a band of oiu' people 
settled here and established mines. Each **** came ships 
from .Vntares wiiich brought ns supplies and took away tire 
ores we had mined. 

"Blit then came unforeseen catastr ophe. A dark star was 
approachiirg the systeirr **** of wlriclr this irrooir was a 
irreirrbei'. The passiirg dark star cairre so close that its huge 
gravitatioiral pull di agged this irrooir froirr its orbit aird flmrg it 
off iirto space. The irrooir left that systeirr and drifted steadily 
out into tire \ast iirterstellar void. 

"Oiu' colonists had but a few ships of tlreir owir. These 
could contain only a snrall nmrrbei' of people. So only that 
snrall nmrrbei' w'ei'e able to escape the toni-away moon. There 
was no escape for tire othei s. for by the time ships could have 
been assembled and come fioiii .Vntares. tlris diifting world 
was too far out in tire ti'ackless void. 

"So some tlroiisands of .Vntarian colonists wei'e marooned 
upon tlris irrooir as it traveled steadily out into tire face of the 
deqr. The\' larew tliat tire}' w'ei e cut off forever' fi oiii their 
parent system but they did not despair of life. For tlie 
radioactive core of the moon **** sufficient heat to maintain 
life upon it even in the smiless dqrtlis of the outer void. 

"Farther and faithei' into the vast abyss ti'aveled the 
drifting moon, on into the remote **** a sector oftlie galaxy 
which no ship had ever' haveised. The older' geneiation of 
colonists passed away and a new gener ation was born who 
had never laiowii anything but tliis little world. It seemed that 
genei ation w'oiild follow' generation without change, and that 
some day the di ifting moon would reach die distant star- 
system of*** andpei'haps attach itself to a planet tlieie. 

"Blit out in the face of the deqr a terrible thing began to 
happen. The diifting moon had entered a region of terrific 
cosmic radiation. It w'as an area of space in wiiich cosmic 
radiation sw'qrt in a concentr ated ciiirent. due to **** and 
other' obsciu'e factors of space-waip. The result was that all 
life upon this little w'orld w'as di'enched by constant 
penebating radiadon which soon caused a subtle and fearful 
change. 


"Evolution began to speed up terrifically upon oiu' drifting 
w'orld. The imprecedented radiation produced **** and other' 
changes in tlie genes of evei'y Ih iiig species, wiiich caused a 
b emendous flower ing of new mutations. Each species of 
animal and plant life on tlie world began a rapid new 
evolution. And oiu' human species, too. began to evolve. 

"We humans became less and less limiian! New' mutations 
rising among us. such as **** radically alter ed the natm e of 
OIU' species. By now it seems evident that we **** destined to 
evolve hideousl>’ onward into species entirely imlimnan. 

"But all the other' fonns of life on this wor ld have also 
been evolving at terrific speed. Plant life her e has developed 
weird new' carnivorous fonns of bees and slmrbs. animal life 
has evolved into equally imcarin>' and alien fonns. and one 
species of **** has evolved into such gr eat intelligence and 
mental pow'er' that it has been able to menace us by means of 
lr\’pnotic mental attack. 

"We found a w'ay to protect ourselves from that dreadful 
hypnotic attack of the **** We still cling to life, by means of 
that pr otection. But oiu' w'or ld is still traver'sing the r egion 
**** cosmic r adiation, and evolution still continues to alter' 
OIU' hmnan species witli nighbnar e speed. We fear' tliat by tlie 
time tliis world has finally drifted out oftlie region of**** 
r adiation and the bm st of evolution stops, we shall have been 
conquer ed by oiu' evermor e power'firl enemies, and shall have 
disappeared for ever'. .And so we leave tliis table as r ecord of 
OIU' fate should ever' men of Aritares manage to r each this 
W'orld." 

T hey were all silent for a little when tire 
Brain finished reading liis tr anslation of the 
tablet. .All were gripped by an overpowing sense of 
the cosniic ti'agedy tliat was the Itistory of tliis little 
world. 

An inliabited moon, torn away fiom its native 
system and diifting fatally out into tlie vast itiglit of 
the interstellar void, never to retiun! They seemed 
with tiieir owii eyes to look back and see tliat 
.Antaiian, a man whom Itideous evohitionaiy 
changes had peiiiaps already made inlimnan. 
wiiting upon the lead tablet liis tragic record of tlie 
awfiil fate of liis people. 

Captain Eutiu'e broke tlie silence. "So that is tlie 
reason for the unprecedentedly w'eird animal and 
plant life of tliis planetoid! (!)ut tiiere in tlie abyss, it 
passed tiuough a region of radiation that caused 
nightriiare evohitionaiy cliange in every species." 

"Wliat do you suppose became of the people 
wiio liad been human?" Joan witispered. 

"They must have perished entirely." said the 
Brain. "No doubt despite their attempts to protect 
tiiemselves, tliey finally succmnbed to tlie Iwpnotic 
attacks of tlie new' species, wiiom w'e call tlie 
Dw'ellers." 

Otho voiced an mgent question. "Tliaf s wdiat I'm 
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most interested in the Dwellers. Doesn't the 
insciiptiom tell just what drey are?" 

"Yes, if we brew that, we could hiuit die de\ils 
out and deshoy diem," put in ICim Ivan. 

"The inscription does not help us much diere," 
denied the Brain. "It names die species who 
evolved into die Dwellers. But their scientific name 
for tliat and other species is meaningless to us. 
There's no way 1 can translate dieir scientific terms 
or: proper names. " 

"Try it anyw’ay, Simon." urged Cmt Newlori. 
"(!)m' safety depends on it. Uridl we have some idea 
what and where the Dwellers are, we're helpless, to 
do arwfliirig against them." 

Ezra Gmney made an eriipliatic assertion. "Tliat 
inscripdon just proves wliat 1 said before - diat the 
Dwellers are none other than the Cubics. It's clear' 
as daylight. One o' the aniriial species here evolved 
into dierii little cubic monsters, whose group-minds 
are sdorig enough to cany out diose telepatluc 
attacks." 

"1 still can't believe that the Cubics, are die 
Dwellers," Curt demuned "They just don't appear 
to be of liigh enough intelligence. But if Simon can 
translate die gaps in the insciipdon, it will give us a 
clear' clue to the Dwellers. Then we can act." 

"1 will try', but 1 am not too optiniisdc of 
success," rasped die Brain "1 blow almost iiodung 
of the sciendfic terminology of the .Aritariari 
language." 

"Wliat are we going to do in th nieandme?" 
demanded Boraboll. 

Captain Future reassiu'ed lurn. "We'll fix up an 
alarm-signal around the whole stockade. Then if the 
Dwellers get a mental grip on any of us and dy to 
dr'aw us out, there'll be an alarm that will rouse the 
others. " 

That promise placated die uneasy castaways a 
little. (I’mt Newion worked liastily to anaiige the 
alarm, grudging the time spent upon it. 

He de\ised a sdorig cord of vegetable fibers, 
widcli was so looped aroiuid die inside of die 
stockade that anyone touclung it would sound a 
clamorous copper gong to winch the cord was 
adached. 

"That will keep anyone fi'oiii being diaw'ii out 
over the wall," he pointed out. ".And the gate is 
guarded at night. Now, back to work!" 

A ll that day. Captain Future kept .die 
others so busy that diey had no time to 


tliirdc of die Dwellers. The\' finished their battery of 
six cyclodons, and started the rigging of several 
atomic smelters. 

The smelters were big ineitron crucibles into 
winch large amomits of ore could be shoveled. A 
sdeaiii of atomic energy brought tlnough ineitron 
pipes to each smelter woidd binii out the mineral 
impiuides and permit die molten refined metal 
winch remained to be suitably alloyed and iiui off 
into casting-molds. 

"Tw’ent>’-tw’o days - w’e're belniid schedule," 
sweated Cmt Newion diat evening. "We slioidd be 
casting beams and plates by now'. We've got to 
speed up somehow." 

Weary as the mudneers were that night fioiii 
dieir toil in the ore-diggings, few of dieiii slept. 
Their fear of the Dwellers w'as too gi'eat. They sat 
in close groups aroiuid die fire, listening nervously 
for die alarm that w'ould signifi' diat die nw'steiious 
enemy liad hypnotically seized one of dieiii and w'as 
di'awinglnm out of die camp. 

But the alarm did not come. .And rnonung foiuicl 
none of them missirig. It reassmed the men a little, 
dioirgh some contended tliat the Dw'ellers liad not 
sd'uck simply because they had been walcefid. The 
Iwpnotic attacks liad always been made upon 
sleeping men. 

The atomic smelters w'ere finished tbs day. 
Dming bs work upon the smelters. Captain Futiu'e 
liad detailed Mcd’linton and Grag to a special job. 
Tbs w'as die constniction of several very small 
cyclotrons wbch coirld be used to pow'er such 
portable tools as atomic welders. They woidd be 
neces-ary for die fabrication of die sbp. 

"We've g-g-got the welders about ready." 
McClinton reported to Curt that afternoon. "How 
are you c-c-coriiing?" 

Captain Futme sdaighteried and mopped bs 
brow. He was grimy, sweadng. liaggard-looldng 
fi'orn die driving toil. 

"We're ready to cast the keel-beam now'." he 
said. "(Ddio and 1 liave been preparing the mold." 

The mutineers, retimdng in troops fi'orn dieir 
daYs mining and dragging with them dieir roirgli 
sledges laden widi ber\lhmii and cbomium ores, 
came fiocldng tboirgh die sunset to widiess the 
operation. 

Ciu't and die Brain had already sketched detailed 
plans for their projected space sbp. w'orldng at 
night b\' firelight to draw their designs on tbn 
sheets of lead. They had designed the simplest and 
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smallest sliip tliat would serve tlieir need. And drey 
had carefully planned so tliat it would require but 
few different sizes of beams, plates and stints. 

The molds for die beams liad been accmately 
fabiicated fiom a perdmable cement made of 
certain rocks ground to powder. To die biggest of 
these molds was now connected the ineid'on spout 
of the big atomic smelter, wliich at diis moment 
du'ob- bed with power. 

"The alloy should be thoroiigldy compounded by 
now." Cmt Newion declared. "Stait her pouring. 
Odio. " 

Odio opened the spout-valve. From the spout, a 
dazzling stream of molten berylliimi alloy poiu'ed 
into die long cement mold. 

A cheer went up fiom ragged band who had 
gathered to watch. 

"Now we're getting somewhere!" Ivim Ivan 
exclaimed. "We'll soon have a sliip to take us off 
diis ciu'sed world, now we've cast die keel. " 

"In h-honor of diis occasion, t-tonight I'll eat the 
last of my p-piunes," George McClinton declared. 
"I've been s-saving them." 

Captain Futme liimself was perhaps the least 
excited of diem all. Fie knew only too well die vast 
amount of work still to be done in shoit time. 

He tmned, looking for Joan. And he was 
smprised not to find her. Eveiyone else was 
present, and the stockade gate liad been closed for 
die night. 

"Where's Joan'?" he asked McCliinton sliaiply. 

The spectacled engineer looked staitled. "Why, 1 
d-don't brow. Come to t-tliinlc of it. 1 haven't seen 
her for s-several horns." 

Without a word. Captain Futme stalled a rapid 
search of the encampment. By the time he liad 
finished, night was falling. 

"She's not anywhere indie camp!" he exclaimed 
woniedly. ".And Ezra Gmney is missing, too ! " 


CHAPTER XIV 


Riddk of the Jungle 



EZRA GURNEY had sat 
3all morning brooding over a 
iplan wluch had taken shape 
iin Iris mind. Einally in mid- 
Safternoon, die old marslial 
■had risen decisively to Ids 
2 feet. 

"I'll do it!" he muttered 
b resolutely. "No matter wliat 
[ Cap'll Eutiire says. I'm siu'e 
I I'm right." 

The old Planet Patrol 
Iveteran was used to acdon. 
Ezra liad spent more than forty years out in the 
great spaces and wild worlds. He had fought space- 
pirates in the old lawless da\'s, had brought order to 
raw boom-towus on the inteiplanetaiy fionder. and 
was now’ die oldest and most experienced officer in 
die Patrol. 

But Ezra was a fighter, not a sciendst, and thus 
coidd be of no aid to the Eutiiremen in planning and 
building the new' sliip. And Cmt liad tactfiilly 
suggested tliat die work of mining ore or foraging 
in the jungle woidd be too arduous for liim. and had 
requested tliat he spend liis days in seeing to it that 
diere were no dissensions or fights in the camp. 

"Too old, diafs wliat he tliinlcs of me!" snorted 
Ezra disgustedly. "Me, that could still show diese 
\’oung kiwis sometlun' in a scrap." 

His iron-gray liair almost bristled widi. 
indignation, and Ids keen, faded blue eyes snapped. 

"Maybe he diinlcs I'm so old 1 got softenin' of the 
brain, too," growied Ezra. "Maybe diafs wiry he 
won't listen when 1 tell liim drat them Cubics are 
the Dwellers. 1 guess at tliat. he don't want to spai'e 
time now' to recoimoiter the (liibics. Time is all / 
liave. I'm goin' out there and scout the critters 
myself! " 

His decision made, die old marshal proceeded to 
put it into effect. 

Grabo and die odier foragers liad reported tliat 
each time diey had glimpsed any Cubics, die little 
creaiu'es were going to or coming fiom the 
northwest. It was logical to assimie that their 
community la\' somew'here in tliat direcdon. 

■Aimed w'ith a steel bush-biife forged for 
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Grabo's gang, he entered die green gloom of the 
weird forest and made Iris way in a northwestward 
direction. The gi'eat ti'ee-fenis looming around liim, 
and tile otiier grotesque ti'ees and slniibs, made an 
uneartiily vista. He wondered, fleetingly. why tire 
jungle contained no huge cacti like tiiose at the 
camp. 

After a few moments of travel, he suddenly 
stopped. There had reached liis ears a clear call 
from beliind liim. 

"Ezi'a! Wait!" 

He recognized Joan Randall's voice. And tiie old 
marsliars wiinlded face expressed disnia\'. 

"That danged girl! She saw me leavin' tiie camp 
and she's ran after me to stop me. Treatin' me like 1 
was a ra'away cliild!" 

Indignantly, he decided that he would not argue 
with Joan. He would simply slip out of sight until 
she liad given up hunting lum. 

With that idea in mind. Ezr a liastily melted back 
into the jungle and sought concealment inside the 
tliick foliage of a gi'otesque, towering slirirb whose 
green limbs drooped limply like tiiose of a 
weeping-willow. 

Those drooping limbs suddenly came to life! 
They uiapped themselves around Ezra and began 
dr awing tiie old veteran into tiie slmib. 

"Wliat tiie devil!" swore Ezi'a staitiedly. 

He slashed liastily witii lus bush-biife. Swearing 
and sputtering with rage, he hacked tiiroirgh one 
after anotiier of tiie clutclung tendrils. 

It took lum several minutes to free luriiself He 
frnally was able to tear loose from the grip of the 
tlurrg, and stood puffing some disfance away. 

Y OU SEE what happens to you when you 
come slipping out here by yourself! " 
accused a clear, stern voice. 

Joan Randall had been attracted by tiie soiuid of 
straggle. She stood, her liands on her lups. e>'eing 
lum severely. 

"You were starting out to find tiie Cubics," she 
went on. "You've been wanting to for days. It's a 
good tiling 1 saw you slipping out of camp." 

"You W'Oiildn't liave caught up to me if tliat 
danged snalw bush hadn't .grabbed me." Ezra 
sputtered. "Blast me if 1 ever saw such queer, evil 
plant-life as tius world has! Eroiii the big tangle- 
trees down to tiierii nasty sluubs, most of tiie plants 
here seem to prey on aninials. " 

"It's what you get for sneaking out tius way." 


Joan retorted unsympatiietically. "I'm not going to 
let you go any fartiier." 

"Now, Joan, listen," wheedled the old veteran. 
"I'm doin' tius for Cap'ri Eiitiue's sake. It's to help 
lum tliat 1 want to investigate tiie Cubics." 

Joan's pretty face was serious as she considered 
tius. Her browui eyes looked tiioirghtfiilly at lum. 

"You're right, Ezra. We'll go out together and 
see wiiat we can learn about tiie Cubics. " 

Ezra's brief feeling of triiuiiph tiuried to dismay. 
"But you can't come along with rue. Joan! Cmt 
wuiild never forgive rue if 1 took you." 

"Either 1 go with yoir. or you don't go at all." tiie 
girl said firmly. "Try to go on without rue, and I'll 
shout." 

"Oh. dang all mule-headed women!" muttered 
the old marshal. "They haven't got any business out 
in space. When 1 was a yoiuigster. women stayed on 
Eartii and didn't go gallivantin' all over creation. .All 
right, come on. " 

They started together tluoirgh the jiuigle, 
tlueading their way tluough the more open glades 
in a nortiiwest- ward direction. 

"Grabo an' the otiiers said every time tiie\' saw 
the Cubics, the critters were cornin' from or goiri' in 
tius direction." Ezra explained. "They dicbi't tlurilc 
tiie tilings could live very far from here." 

"1 hope not," said Joan a little anxiously. "We 
liaven't many horns of daylight left. " 

Ezra used lus bush-knife to liack a way tluoirgh 
tliickets of vegetation aroiuid wiuch tiiey could not 
detoiu. But tiiey were careftil to avoid all tangle- 
trees and other similar carnivorous forms of plant- 
life witii wiuch tiie old marshal liad so lately liad 
lus upsetting experience. 

"Blast rue if 1 don't tlunlc the plants on tius world 
liave more strength and intelligence tliari the 
aniriials," declared Ezra. "The way some of them 
growtiis try to grab a person is luicaruiy. " 

"The Brain says that all tius luiprecederited 
evolution of plant-life is due to the biust of 
accelerated evolution wiieri Astarfall passed 
tluoirgh tliat realm of cosmic radiation," Joan told 
lum. 

"Maybe so, but it still seems creepy and 
luuiatiual to me," gnuited the old veteran. 

They went on for mile after mile, wiule the 
shafts of pale siuilights tliat struck tluoirgh tiie 
weird forest slanted more and more toward tiie 
horizon. The\' were by now' penetrating into 
completely luiexplored jiuigle. for Grabo and lus 
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foraging parties had been too engrossed by the 
difficult task of gathering sufficient food to do any 
rumecessary erqrloring. 

T hey had kept an alert eye ont for die 
Ciibics, blit had so far seen none of the 
sdange creatmes. The only aiiinial life they liad 
encoiintered were a few of die rodent-like ardnials 
daidng away in die tldckets and a nmiiber of the 
bat-winged, feadieriess birds dying overhead. 

Sudderdy diey shuck a liard-packed, beaten trail 
diat led due westward tliroirgh die jungle. Ezra and 
Joan stopped amazed. 

"Why. the Cubics must liave made tins path!" 
the girl exclaimed. "You remember that Ohio said 
die creatmes seemed to be in die habit of mining 
iid taldng away ore fioiii the volcanic ar'ea east of 
here? Tins must be die path diey use." 

"If tliafs so dds padi woidd lead us right to die 
home or conimmiity of the Cubics!" Ezra said 
excitedly. "Now we're gettin' somewhere." 

Joan hesitated. The Sun was now sirddng toward 
die horizon and the feeble daylight of die jungle 
was darkening into a somber dusk. 

"Perhaps we oirglit to turn back, and retmn 
tonioiTow," she sirggested. "It'll soon be night." 

"Tmn back when we're tlds close?" Ezra scoffed. 
"Besides, night is when we want to watch the 
Cubics. If they're the Dwellers, it's at night that they 
somehow make diose telepatldc attacks on om 
camp. " 

The reminder of diose di'eaded hypnotic attacks 
was one not calcidated to reassme the girl. But Joan 
had coinage, and she saw the logic in Ezra's 
argimient. Widiout fmdier objection she 
accompanied lurii onward. 

Their progress was now much more rapid, for 
diey were now following die beaten path. It ran due 
west except at places where it swerved aside to 
avoid a chmip of tangle-dees or other dangerous 
vegetation. Those alien growilis loomed dark and 
for- bidding in die gadieiing dusk. 

Stars were peeping forth in the darkening sky. 
far beliind them, the heavens were lighted by the 
quiveiing red glow of die smoking volcanoes. 
Presentiy Ezra and Joan heard a low, persistent 
sound from ahead. It sounded like the clash and 
clatter of many hammers beating upon rock. 

"Must be the Cubics," Ezra said in a low voice. 
"But wliafre they doin' to make that soiuid?" 

"1 don't know." answered die girl bewilderedly. 


"We're very near." 

They went widi much more care, following the 
path but ready to dart off it into die duckets at any 
alarm. The din ahead came louder to their ears. 
Then tiiey came abiuptiy into full Mew of an 
amazing spectacle. 

The path debouched ahead of diem into a broad, 
flat clearing. Tins open plain contained the little 
city of die Cubics. 

It was one of die strangest conuiiuiuties upon 
wiucli hmnari eye had ever looked. There were 
several scores of small buddings, built and arranged 
with riiadiematical precision. They looked like 
stone beeluves, each having only a single opening. 
They w^ere ranged in concentric circles. 

Hiuidreds upon hmicheds of the Cubics were 
Msible in tlus weird little city. The little cube- 
shaped creatmes were engaged in bewildering. 
acti\ity. With their queer facirlty of combination, 
diey were gadiered into many different frgmes tliat 
engaged upon several inexplicable tasks. 

There was a row of grotesque, fom-armed 
frgmes twice die height of a man. They were 
engaged in haimiiering and splitting chmilcs of rock, 
using harder masses of rock for liammers. There 
were other frgiu'es like huge centipedes, wiio 
carried the shattered rock awuy and sorted its 
pieces. 

■And each of tiiose big, grotesque frgmes was 
composed of scores of die little (liibics! An arm of 
one of the liammers might be made up of ten 
separate Cubics, hooked togedier. Joan and Ezra 
coidd plainly see the tiny, twinkling eyes and 
nioudis indie faces ofdiose coiistituent cubes. 

"Why. dus is crazy! " muttered Ezra. "Why in tire 
name o' the Smi are tiiey woikiri so hard, crusluri 
that rock?" 

"They're cruslung the metallic ores out of it," 
Joan said quicldy. "Look - the centipede-ones take 
the metal back to those big heaps." 

E ZRA'S eyes traveled in die direction she 
indicated. Beluiid the little Cubic cit\' diere 
loomed colossal heaps of small fragments, heaps 
big as small lulls. The fragments were of metal 
ingots or rich ore. 

"Why diey must have been laborin' like tlus for 
centimes to amass all that metal ore!" gasped the 
old marslial. "There's imllioiis of pounds of it, and 
it looks like it had been gatherin' diere for ages." 

He was stmuied by die riddle of the Cubics' 
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tiemendous toil. Then a tlioiight occmred to liim. 

"Maybe diis is the answer. Joan. If tliese Cubics 
are the Dwellers, maybe tlrey've been attackin' iis 
telepatliically because we've been minin' metal. It 
seems like tliese critters are crazy on minin' ore 
themselves. " 

"That might be the answer," Joan admitted in a 
wliisper. "Let's take a closer look at tliose big ore- 
heaps. We can circle around nearer. " 

She and the old marshal started sldrting around 
the clearing to approach nearer tliat side of it on 
wliich the vast heaps of ore towered. They moved 
with extreme care in the dark jungle, to make no 
sound. 

Joan was in the lead. Ezra suddenly descried a 
snalcy movement as of tentacles in the tliick foliage 
just ahead of her. 

"Look out, Joan - you're walking into a tangle- 
h ee!" he shouted warning. 

The girl recoiled in time. But next moment tliey 
both realized witli dismay that the clatter of the 
Cubics' activity had suddenly halted. 

"They heard me!" Ezra groaned. "We got to beat 
it out of here on Ml-rockets!" 

They scrambled back toward the path and started 
a liasty retreat away from the Cubic City. But it was 
too late. 

Cubics who formed big centipedal figures were 
already racing along the path after them. In an 
instant tliey had overtaken and simounded tlie old 
veteran and tlie girl. 

Before the honified eyes of Joan and Ezra, the 
Cubics who formed tliose figures abruptly slutted 
into new, towering foiiiiations. They became giant, 
semi-hmiian shapes who advanced on the two 
humans with clutclung arms. 


CHAPTER XV 


Secret cf the Cubics 



NO SOONER liad 
Eiitiue discovered 
absence of Ezra and 
fioiii file camp, than 
realized that it liad but 
logical explanation. 
Ezra's slipped off to spy 
the Cubics!" he 


"He's been 


to for days. He 
ftieyfi'e the 


"B-b-but M-ni-miss 


Randall?" asked George McClinton anxiously. 

McCliinton's deep solicitude for Joan's safety 
wus obvious — as obvious as the shy, whole-souled 
admiration winch tlie stuttering engineer had shown 
for tlie girl agent since tlie begimung of the 
Vulcan'svoy{[gQ. 

"Joan would go after lum if she saw lum leaving 
camp." Cmt guessed. "But I wmid hai'e thought 
she'd liave brought liiiii back by now." 

"Ezra can be plenty mule-headed wiieii he gets 
an idea into Ins head," reminded Otho. "He 
probably insisted on going on. and she w’ent along! " 

Cmt was thoroirglily alarmed. Night was already 
falling upon tlie jungle. He knew from erqieiience 
wiiat luicaiuw' dangers it contained. 

"(!)tlio. Grag — get picks for w^eapon and come 
on!" he said swiftly. "We're going after tlieni. and 
quicldy." 

He was lumself grabbing up one of the steel 
bars. They hastened townrd tlie gate of the 
stockade, and foiuid tliat otliers liad come witli 
them. 

Grabo. the Jovian mutineer, was one of them. "I 
blow a patli in tliere tliat I tluiilc leads toward tlie 
Cubics." he said. "I'll go along and show’ you." 

".And I'm g-g-going, too." George McClinton 
insisted. 

ICiiii Ivan was already opening tlie gate of the 
stockade, and tlie big Martian pirate swamg along 
with them as tliey rapidly entered tlie jungle. 

Grabo led tlie way tlnoirgh tli:e dark fern- forest, 
avoiding tangle-trees and otlier dangers whose 
location he knew^ They soon reached tlie path. 
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"We never followed it very far, but we've seen 
die Cubics using it," die Jovian informed. 

"Here's a fresh slash by a bush- bufe," called 
Odio, bending over a liacked vine tliat had until 
recendy lain across the path. "Ezia and Joan must 
have gone tins way, all right." 

Cmt's anxiet\' mounted by die minute as diey 
limiied westward along dial beaten trail. 

"Barging off into tliis jungle by night, as dioiigh 
she was sdolling around in a Venusian park!" he 
exclaimed. 

"Listen!" said Grag suddeidy, after diey had 
daveled some miles. 

The super- sensidve microphonic ears of the 
robot coidd pick up sounds no one else coidcl hear. 
Grag stood, a towering, gleaming silhouette in die 
starlight, motioidess and listening. 

"1 can hear a lot of activity from somewhere far 
ahead." finally reported the robot. "It sounds like 
rock being shattered. " 

"You're crazy!" Odio jeered. "Wlio the devil 
would be pounding up rock here in the jungle?" 

"The Cubics woiddn't be - or woidd diey?" Kirn 
Ivan wondered. "Come to tliinlc of it, diey're always 
carrying rock when you see diem. " 

Captain Futme imperatively enjoined silence, 
and led die way on along die padi toward die west. 
Presently he and die odiers coidd also hear the 
distant sound of clasldng rock that had reached 
Grag's ears. 

A FEW minutes later found them crouclung 
at the edge of the jungle and looking out at 
die starlit little city of the Cubics, widi in- 
credidous astoidslmient. The stone beeldve 
sductiu'es, the hordes of Cubics engaged in 
cruslung rock ores, the towering heaps of crushed 
ore beldrid die \illage, all stuiuied dieiii as diey had 
so recendy dimifounded Ezra and Joan. 

"Why, diose Cubics ar'e grinding out ore!" Odio 
gasped. ".And look, when diey get it crushed out, 
diey simply cany it over to diose big heaps and 
dump, and then go get more. They're balmy as 
Mailian fool-mordceys!" 

"I'll be blasted!" ILiiii Ivan was swearing in a 
wliisper. "Why would die little creatures crush out 
all that ore when diey hai'en't any use for it?" 

"1 see Joan and Ezi'a!" Grag armounced. "Look, 
Cliief! " 

With sharp relief, Cmt Newiori perceived that 
Joan and Ezi'a were sitting on the ground in front of 


one of die little stone beeldve buildings. .A ring of 
(?ubics siuTounded dieiii, guarding them. 
Obiiously, the Cubics had taken the girl and the old 
marshal prisoner but had not liainied them. 

"Theyve not been hurt," exclaimed (!)dio in a 
low voice. "Now all we've got to do is to crash in 
diere and bring them out." 

The android raised Ids steel weapon, as he and 
Grag and die odiers prepared to follow Captain 
Future in a soide into the commuidty. "Wait a 
ndnute," ordered Cmt Newton. There was a 
sdange, dozen look on Ids face. 

Curt's eyes liad been daveling over that bustling, 
inexplicable scene. ,Arid a possible explanation of it 
liad entered Ids mind, one whose implications were 
paralyzing. 

The possibility tliat had occmred to 1dm sent 
dnougli 1dm an icy honor such as he liad almost 
never before experienced. He seemed to see beldnd 
tlds half-condc, pmposeless activity of die Cubics, 
a ghasdy story. 

"Good God!" he choked. "If I'm right, we're 
looldng at the most awfid scene our eyes liave ever 
rested on. " 

"Cldef, wliat are you talldng about?" wldspered 
Odio. "1 can't see arwtldng awfid about tiiose 
Cubics breaking up ore for metal diey don't know 
how to use. It seems fiuuiy, to me." 

"A'es, and look at the big heaps of it tiiey've piled 
up," chuclded Idiiii Ivan. "They must have been 
doing tlds for hundreds of years." 

"Yes, for himdieds of years," muttered Captain 
Future. His face was pale in the starlight. "For 
hmidieds ofyears." 

They stared at Idni, completely perplexed b\' tire 
emotion of horror tliat seemed to have 
oveiwhelmed 1dm. 

"Listen," he said after a moment. "If iiiy guess is 
light, we won't have to fight diese Cubics to get 
Ezi'a and Joan away. 1 want you to refi'ain fioiii 
making a single hostile move toward diem when we 
go out there. Let me talk to diem. " 

"Talk to them?" echoed Odio incredidously. 
"But diey won't understand you. TlieVre oidy queer, 
clever little aidmals." 

"Maybe the\' will understand me," Captain 
Future muttered. "Though 1 almost hope they 
don't. " 

Completely widiout understanding, die four 
followed 1dm out of the jungle as he stepped 
straight into die starlight of die open clearing. 
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Instantly tliey were glimpsed b\' tire Cubics. At 
once tire noisy cnislung and cariyiiig of ore was 
broken off, and the creatiu'es came gliding toward 
die five newcomers. 

The\' approached menacingly, in die form of 
huge, senii-niaidike figiues with upraised, 
tlueateniiig aims. Cmt Newion w’aited until they 
were quite near, and dien he spoke loudly to them. 
He used a queer language. 

The Cubics stopped short! They fi'oze where 
they were, every eye of the gi'otesque little cubical 
creatines staring at Captain Futine. 

"Wliafs he sa\irig?" riimmmed Kim Ivan 
wonderingly. 

"He's talldng to them in the .Aiitariari tongue!" 
(!)dio said dimibfoiuidedly. "I don't get it." 

B ut Captain Futme's speech seemed to be 
ha\irig a parabzirig effect upon die 
Cubics. Cmt w'as sa\ing to diem, in die .Aiitaiian 
language: 

"We come fioiii the home world, fioiii .Aiitares. " 
He W’aited. Had Ins appalling guess been right? 
It seemed tliat it had for die Cubics were now' 
betra>iiig die wildest excitement. 

The creatines had not the intelligence or 
niemoiy to luiderstand the meaniiig of Ins words 
Cmt divined. But the language in winch he spoke 
w'as sdikiiig some deep, biuied chord of memory in 
dieir queer rinrids. 

For the creatines liad broken up their menacing 
formations and were ruslurig forward and swaniung 
aroiuid Cmt in a swarm of swirling cubical bodies. 
Their little eyes were fixed upon Ins face, and fiorii 
dieir tiny nioudis came litde, piping soinids 
indicative of immense excitement. 

Captain Futine advanced tow'ard the little city, 
with Odio and the odiers amazedly following. The 
Cubics condnued to sw'aim aroinid Cmt eagerly. 
■All work had ceased arid every Cubic was 
gadiering. 

Joan and Ezra saw' them corning. Relief and 
astonislniierit were both in the girl's face as she 
greeted Captain Futine. 

"dint, how did you win over the Cubics? They 
took us prisoner anddiey've been holding us here." 

" Joan, you and Ezra spealc to the Cubics," he 
ordered. "Say a few words to dierii in .Antariari. 
You blow I taught you a few pluases of it. " 

Wonderingly, the old marshal and the girl agent 
obeyed. No sooner had the words left their lips. 


tliari die attitude of their captors clianged. The 
(?ubics who liad been guarding them now' clamored 
pipingly aromid them as well as aromid Captain 
futine. 

"Wliat in the name o' die Sini does it mean?" 
Ezi'a Giniiey exclaimed. "How come just healin' 
.Antariari spoken lias such an effect on diese 
critters'?" 

Cmt aiisw'ered solemnly. "Because diese Cubics 
are .Antariaiis. .At least, dieyi'e the remote 
descendants of liinnan Antariaiis." 

It w'as too staggering a statement for die odiers 
to take in immediately They looked 
inicomprehendingly at die weird little creatines 
swarming by the hinidieds aromid dieiii - die tiny 
cubical bodies, the queer, clawiike little limbs, the 
twinkling eyes and piping nioudis. 

"These critters hmnan once?" gasped Ezra, "you 
must be joldn'." 

Joan paled. Tliat honor w'lucli liad so sliaken 
(lint Newion w'as invading her mind as she began 
to realize wiiat he meant. 

"Oh, (lint, no! You can't mean tliat die hmnan 
.Antariaiis w'ho once colonized .Astarfall, w'ho left 
that inscribed tablet, changed into — " 

"Into diese Cubics, yes," Cmt finished sombeiiy. 
"We wondered what had become of diose hmnan 
colonists. Well, here diey are." 

.A stmuied silence held Ids companions, wiule 
die mieaiddy little creatmes condnued dieir mad 
dance of excitement about them. 

"Every species of life upon dns w'orldlet suffered 
deniendous evolutionary development wiieii 
.Astarfall passed long ago tlnough tliat region of 
cosmic radiation," Cmt condnued. "But evoludon 
can work in a downward direcdon as w'ell as an 
upward one. Some of the species on dds w'orld 
evolved upw'ard, notably its plant-life. But odiers, 
like its hmnan species, were subjected to a 
progi'essive degeneration by the mutational 
clianges. 

"The .Antariaiis here mutated gradually into 
mdimiian form. We know fioiii tliat inscription that 
it W'as so. They mutated into a form in wiucli they 
liad lost the intelligence and niemoiy that liad been 
dieirs. Their former telepatluc method of 
commmiication developed prodigiously, to 
compensate for die diniiiiisliing of their size and 
sfiengdi. By necessity, diey developed an uncanny 
ability for plw'sical and mental cooperation. Tliat 
ability is all that lias even kept them smviving. 
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when intelligence and size and shengdi were 
gradually lost." 

H orror was on the face of every one of 
Captain Futiue's companions, now. The 
little Cubics were no longer comic, but tragic. 

These tiny, semi-intelligent creatiues - the 
descendants of men! The ghastliness of it shook 
them all. 

"But why Irave drey kept mining metals, all diese 
centmies?" cried Kim 1 van. "They no longer have 
die intelligence to use it." 

"Racial memory," Ciut answered somberly, 
"persists in a species long after intelligence is lost. 
In these Cubics lias persisted die dadition of dieir 
human ancestors who upon tliis world mined metal 
wliich the slups of .Antares came to get." 

"Good God!" wliispered George McClinton 
honifiedly. " All diese c-c-centmies, die c-creatmes 
have been faitlifldly ni-niassing ores because of that 
tradition." 

Captain Fiitme nodded. "Tliafs wh\' 1 spoke to 
diem in die .Antaiian tongue. 1 hoped it would sdike 
a chord of racial niemoiy. And it has. They liave a 
dim idea that we are those who have come for dieir 
gathered metal." 

Tears glistened in Joan's eyes. There was 
sometlung teiiibly poignant about die excited 
happiness of the simple little creatiues swaiming 
aroiuid diem. 

The Cubics eagerly led Cmt and Ids compaidons 
toward die giant ore-heaps beldnd dieir conuniudt\'. 
There was a quality of pride in their excited, 
meamngless piping. 

"There's almost all die metal here diat we'll need 
for oiu slip," Cmt said aftr a quick exandnation of 
die gi'eat heaps. "Eveiytldng except calciimi." 

"Blast it. wh\' is it we can find everytldng on fids 
world except the few poiuids of calcimn tliat ar'e die 
most vital of all?" Odio muttered. 

"Sa\’, tlds will save us die work of iididng ores, 
if die (I’-ubics will let us have wiiat we need of diese 
metal piles," Grag declared. 

Captain Futme nodded. ".And we need to save 
all the time we can. for we're far beldnd schedide 
on die sldp. I'm siue dieydl let us liave it." 

Fie stepped forward, and gadiered up an armful 
of sample chiudcs fioiii die gi'eat pile of beiyllimn 
ores. Instantly, as though comprehending Ids 
pmpose. the Cubics rushed foiwrard toward tliat 
pile. 


The creatiues swiftly formed themselved into 
several dozen of the big centipedal figiues whose 
formation diey took for carrying pmposes. Other 
Cubics became octopoid figiues wiio rapidly loaded 
die cendpedal ones with masses of the beiyllimn 
ore. They diey stood, eyeing (liut expectandy. 

"They're going to cany die stuff wiierever we 
wrant it." Captain Futiue guessed. "Poor devils - 
diey have some dim traditional notion that we've 
come in sldps to tlds world to get it. " 

He and Joan and the otiiers started back tluough 
die jiuigle. in die direction of die camp. Qidcldy die 
Cubics canying the masses of ore swiuig into the 
jiuigle beldnd diem and followed them along the 
path. 

I T WAS a weird procession tluough the dark 
fern-forest, the eager piping of the Cubics 
soiuiding incessandy as tiie\' followed die hiuiians. 

But wiieii they were still a few ndles fioiii die 
camp, the attitude of the Cubics changed. They 
began to move more slowly, to show’ an exfieme 
reluctance tow’ard going farther in tlds direction. 
Finally die\' stopped altogedier, putting down their 
loads and clustering with dismayed pipings aroiuid 
Captain Futiue. 

"They won't go any farther!" said (!)tiio 
siuprisecUy. "1 wnrider what dieVre afiaid of?" 

"1 believe," Ciut said thoirghtfidly, "that tiiey 
blow of sonieddng dangerous in die area in wldcli 
oiu camp is located. That would explain wliy the 
Cubics have never come close to the camp. " 

"The Dwellers!" cried Kirn Ivan. "Futiue, tiiey're 
scared of die Dwelers!" 

"Say. dial's right," Grag iiunbled. "We thought 
the Cubics might be the Dwellers, but we know 
now tiiey're not. Who are the Dw’ellers, tiieri?" 

"They're soniewliere in the area aroiuid oiu 
camp, whoever tiiey ai'e," Ciut Newton miumiued. 
"If the Cubics could only tell us." 

He tried to get irdo intelligent conuiiiudcation 
with die little creatiues. But it was impossible. 
Their ordy method of commiudcation was the weird 
sixth-sense of cooperation by wldcli they 
interlocked dieir owui ndnds and bodies. Their 
piping soiuids were utterly widiout meaidng. 

The only defirdte tidng that could be gathered 
fi'om the actions of the Cubics wras that die area 
aroiuid the castaways' camp held danger, and that 
die creatiues w'oidd not eider it. And die creatiues 
set up a distressed piping wiieii Ciut and Ids 
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conu ades finally stiode on and left them. 

"We can have oiu' owii men come tills far and 
sledge that metal ore to camp." Cmt planned as 
fiiey went on. "And tlie Cnbics will let iis have all 
file ofiier ores we need from fiiose great heaps. It'll 
save precious time!" 

Joan looked at liiiii soberly. "When Astarfall is 
desfioyed, tiiose little creatures will all perish?" 

"Yes," said Captain Futme hea\ily. "There's no 
possible w'ay in wliich fiiey could be saved. .And 
w'oiild yon want to keep alive those pitiftil 
descendants of a once-himianrace?" 


CHAPTER XVl 


Dire A-\\ake)ii}ig 



UPCDN file next 
Cmf s improvised 
began the 
of casting the scores 
great beams tliat w'oiild 
the fiaiiie of the slip, 
atomic smelters 
and liiuimied. fire 
alloy liissed into the 
molds, the sliimng 
were later broken 
fiee of the molds and the 
same routine w'as 


immediately repeated. 

Dming the next days, a mass of nimibered 
beams and stmts rapidly accimiiilated near the 
toweling, giant cacti at the center of fire camp. Grag 
and McClinton operated the smelters under Ciut 
Newioiis direction, wiiile (!)tiio. Kirn Ivan and most 
of the mntineers lianled tire loads of ore to camp. 

The Brain still ranged out over the siu'face of 
Astarfall in vain search of calcium. So far, tiiey had 
not found a grain of the vital catalyst. And so far, 
tile Brain liad not been able to translate tiie gaps in 
the ancient insciiption, wliich might have given 
them a cine to the identity of the Dwellers. 

"The Dw’ellers are somewhere witlun a few 
miles of oiii' camp," Cmt reasoned. "We know tliat 
from the actions of tiie Cnbics. But wliat and where 
are fiiey? We've seen no creatiii'es of liigh 
intelligence in all tills area." 

"It's possible, 1 suppose," iiimmiiied tiie Brain. 


"tliat tliat fellow Boraboll's suggestion had truth in 
it. and tliat tiie Dw’ellers are subtenanean or 
invisible creatmes. Rollinger's ravings indicate 
tiiey're somewhere near." 

Captain Fntme shook Ills head wearily. "It's a 
ludeons riddle. .And two more men disappeared last 
night, despite oiii' new system of guards." 

Cm t had instituted a regime of guards designed 
to halt the disappearances. It was e\ident that the 
Dwellers only made their hypnotic attacks upon 
sleeping men. 

So Captain Futm e had posted guards over all tiie 
sleepers, each night. He had instructed them: "If 
you see any man get up and start sleep-wralking. it 
means he's in the hypnotic grip of the Dwellers. But 
don't aw’aken liini. Follow liini. " 

"Follow luiii?" file otiiers had said startledly. 
"But file Dwellers will draw liini right to tiieiii! " 

Ciut nodded. "Wliich means that by following 
tiieir \ictini. you'll be led right to the Dw’ellers 
tiiemselves. .At last w’e'll find out wliat tiiey ai'e and 
wliere tiiey lurk, and can take measiu'es against 
tiieiii." 

But here, again, the mieaitiily cunning of the 
mystery’ Dw’ellers show’ed itself So long as Ciu'fs 
guards remained wrakeful and wratcliing the sleeping 
men, not one hypnotic attack was made upon tiieiii. 

It w’as obvious that the Dw’ellers were aware of 
the watchers, and were too crafty to give 
tiiemselves away by drawing victims to tiiemselves 
wliile anyone wras wratcliing. 

".Anyway, it seems to have stopped tiie attacks 
and tliafs sometiiing." Captain Futme said. "We 
need every man, now! " 

For as tiiese short days passed, the stark 
necessity of accelerating constrnction of the slup 
W’as terribly evident. Time was flying - and each 
day meant .Astarfall was nearer to tiie System and to 
destruction. 

Ciu't Newton soon began fitting the gi'owing pile 
of beams into tiie franiew’ork of tiie sliip. The stout 
metal girders, tiie curved ribs, w'ere attached solidly 
to the massive keel by means of tiieir atomic 
w’elders. The toipedo-sliaped fianiework of the 
vessel took definite form. 

"Lefs call it the Phoenix, " Joan suggested. "In a 
w’ay, it's rising out of the ashes of the old Vulcan. " 

"W'Y'll start tomorvow casting plates, and making 
file refractory alloy for tiie rocket-tubes." Captain 
Future said haggardly. "W’e've got to go faster tlian 
we have." 
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T hat night two men disappeared fiom 
camp. The Dwellers had shuck again. 
Ciuf s alarm-signal aroiuid hie stockade liad failed. 
And Iris guards had failed, for hiey admitted hiey 
had slept. 

Ciut liad not hie heart to blame hieiii, for the 
men were all now nearing exliaustion. Yet hieir 
sleep liad cost two lives, and had increased the 
terror of hie Dwellers. Rollinger's slnieking was 
now incessant. 

"I'll watch tonight myself," Captain Fiitiue 
declared. 

■All tliat day he sweated at hie labor of producing 
the plates wluch woihd be welded onto the torpedo- 
like fiariiework of the Phoenix. But he insisted on 
keeping lus watch tliat night. 

"You're too exliausted yoiu'self," Joan pleaded. 
"Grag or Simon -" 

"Grag is at the Cubics' city with the party 
transporting ore, and Simon is searclung night and 
day for calciimi." he answered. "I'll be all right." 

But for once. Captain Future had overestimated 
Iris iron shengtli. Fagged b\' the superhimian shairi 
luider winch he had been laboring, he fell asleep 
before midnight as he sat listening to Jolni 
Rollinger's babbling. 

In lus sleep, he dreamed. He dr'eariied hiat out of 
depths of swirling darbiess, a cold, vast, unseeable 
intelligence was approacliirig lurn. 

He felt hie icy grip of it upon Ins dazed mind. 
■And deep witluri Ciut's subconscious, an instinct 
shouted frarihc warnirig. 

"The Dw’ellers - hiey're seizing you!" 

He /vievi/ in Ihs subconscious that tliat was wiiat 
w’as liappening. But he coihd not wake, he could 
not stiirggle. The tremendous pow’er of hie Iwpnohc 
grip upon Ins shunbeiing mind and body was now' 
complete. 

Cmt dimly felt Inmself rising and riio\irig 
forw'ard. Tliat helpless, unconquered coiner of Ins 
mind told Ihiii tliat he w'as being diawai as a 
Iwpnohzed victim toward hie Dw'ellers. But still he 
could not wake nor do an\1lung to break hie hold of 
hiose vast, icy intelligences upon liiin. 

There came a sudden \iolent shock! Ciut 
suddenly found lumself King on the groimcl 
awake. 

He staggered to lus feet. He had fallen to hie 
groiuid near hie pile of metal struts beyond winch 
towered hie giant cacti. .And the groiuid was 


rocking and rolling violently luider liiiii like the 
waves of a sea. 

"My God!" choked Ciut Newton. "The Dwellers, 
liad me, but a sudden groiuid-quake knocked me 
awalce and saved me." 

The quake was not subsiding. It was growing 
every minute more violent, and everyone in hie 
camp w'as aw'akerhng in wild terror. 

They were all hiuig off hieir feet, onto the 
ground that rolled sickerhngly luider them with a 
dihl, tremendous roar of diastroplusm. The pile of 
metal shuts collapsed with a claher. Cries of tenor 
arose. 

"Keep yom heads!" Captain Futiue shouted. "It's 
another quake." 

"Look^" screamed Boraboll, pointing wildly to 
the east. 

The sky there was blazing with fire. Up fioiii the 
distant volcanoes were shoohng Inrge geysers of 
fiamrng lava that painted the heavens ciimson. 

Vast clouds of steam and smoke and ashes 
wiurled up to veil that titaruc eruption. The air was 
tliick wihi sulphiuous fiuiies, and hot ashes rattled 
dow'ii upon hieiii as hie groiuid cpiivered ever more 
wildly beneath them. 

"The end of tins world has come already!" 
hoarsely yelled a terror-stricken muhneer . 

T he darbiess became Stygian as vast clouds 
of smoke fioiii hie erupting volcanoes 
filled the air. Winds w'ere slnieking like fiends, and 
hie sickeinng heave and fall of the solid ground 
beneath them conhnued. 

Choldng and gasping as he breahied the 
superheated, sihphmous fimies, Ciut Newton 
shuggledto the side of Joan. 

"Lie down!" he yelled to her over hie tmnult. 
"Tins will soon pass." 

Grag's tremendous voice shouted tluough the 
infernal uproar. "Cluef the slip's fianiework is 
going to break loose! " 

A new' and appalling soiuid liad entered hie 
s\inphony of deshuction. It was hie heavy nimbhng 
and thmnping of a gi'eat mass rocking on the 
ground. 

The heavy metal fianiewTk of the Phoenix was 
rocking wildly in its rough cradle as the quakes 
conhnued. It hneatened to roll free entirely, to roll 
down the bioll and crush out hieir camp and 
hiemselves. 

"Get away!" sluieked a scared mutineer. "She'll 
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come loose on us an\' minute! " 

"No!" blared Captain Futme's voice. "We've got 
to pin her dow ! Grag, get the sledges and some of 
die smaller beams for stakes! (Ddio, grab tiiose 
sledge-cables and bring diem ! " 

Not even die teiiif\ing natme of their situation 
could temper the instant lo\'alty and obedience of 
die Futmenien. They sprang to obey. 

And Cmt found big IGiii Ivan beside liini as he 
ran to help Odio unfasten the tough, sdong cables 
b\' wliich diey had chawii the ore-sledges. 

"If she goes when we're beside her, we'll never 
see die Moon again!" gasped Odio as diey ran 
toward die slup with the cables. 

Clang! Clang! Grag tow’ered like an incredible 
metal giant in the storm, using the heaviest of the 
sledges to drive small, straight metal beams deep 
into the ground beside the Phoetiix. 

The toipedo-sliape:d framework, upon widcli 
diey liad e:qiended such deniendous toil and 
thought, w'as leaning towai'd diem tlueateningly 
with each new heave of the quake. If it broke loose, 
it woidd smash itself and them, too. 

Cmt and (iidio fimibled fiuiously in the darkness 
to tie dieir cables to die stakes and then to die low’er 
beams of the dame. Kiiii h'an liad found a sledge 
and was helping Grag drive more stakes, wiile 
George Mcdiinton had gi'oped lus w^ay to them to 
help. 

"Tighten diose cables! Put two more on each 
side!" Cmt shouted. 

The fi aniework was securely lashed down to the 
stakes. Now die deniors seemed subsiding a little. 
But now die buffedng winds w'ere rising to a gale 
oflimiicane force. 

For twn lioiu's, diey all la\' dat upon the ground 
widle die raging gale sw’ept over them. By the end 
of that time, die quakes liad ceased except for an 
occasional quiver. The disasdopluc roar of sliifting 
rock beneath had stopped, and die emption of the 
volcanoes seemed lessening. 

D awn came as the gale died down. The 
feeble, iiimicy light disclosed a scene of 
deshucdon in dieir camp. The grimed, liaggard 
castaways surveyed it in mute disniay. 

The fianiew'ork of the Phoenix was undamaged, 
except for a bent beam wiucli could soon be 
sdaightened. The huge banel-like cacd sdll 
towered imliainied at the liigh central point of the 
clearing. But nearly eveiyiliing else was wTecked. 


Most of the stockade was dow^l, all die huts but one 
liad collapsed, and dieir cyclodons. tools and 
supplies were covered widi debris. 

Captain Futur e discovered tliat none of them had 
been seriously injured, though diere w’ere many 
bruises and minor limts. 

"By die Sun. 1 never thought I'd see another 
day." declared liini Ivan feelingly. "1 sure thought 
die cmsed planetoid was cracking up." 

"Tins is a warning." (imt told them urgently. 
"We can expect more and heavier cataclysms as 
Astarfall draw’s nearer the System. Tliis unstable 
little world is starring to respond to the 
gravitational peitur bations diat in a couple of weeks 
will shatter it completely." 

"Can we finish the Phoenix in time?" Joan asked 
breatldessly. 

"We've got to," Cmt said tightly. ".And we've got 
to find the calcimn winch will enable us to operate 
it." 

Fie detailed a small nmnber of die men to clear 
up the battered camp. The rest he di'ove tlnoughout 
die day with urneniitdng energy. 

Grag and George McClinton sdaightened the 
few bent beams of die slup-fiame, by softening the 
metal widi atomic welders and exerdng pressme 
upon it widi improvised jacks. Meanwlule, Captain 
Futme and Odio supervised die ceaseless operation 
of the big smelters. 

They toiled all tlnongh tliat day casdng die big 
beiyilimii alloy plates for die hull. The w’ork paities 
of die mutineers brought constant new loads of ore 
upon their makesliift sledges. There was a quality 
of scared desperation in the way the convicts 
worked tins day. The\' liad been thorougldy 
impressed by die catasdopluc outbreak of die night. 

The Brain, retimnng that evening from lus 
ceaseless search for calcimn, reported tliat the 
wiiole volcanic area was in \iolent acd\it\'. 

"New craters have broken out in the eastern 
section, and die Canyon of Chaos lias partly 
collapsed on itself and is now a large lake of lava. " 
he stated. 

Cmt nodded grimly. "The increasing shocks are 
allowing the radioacdve hellfire at Astarfall's core 
to gush to die smface. It'll get rapidly worse. But 
wiiat about the calcium?" 

"Cmtis, 1 haven't seen a sign of the element," 
Simon Wright confessed. "It and certain related 
elements like potassium and scandimii just do not 
seem to exist upon tlus world." 
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"If we can only find a few pounds of file stuff, 
it'll be enoiigli." Captain Futme sweated. "Even a 
pound or so would at least allow us to use fire eyes 
long enough to take off" 

That night Grag stood watch over fire camp. But 
since the tireless robot could not alone keep watch 
over all fire sleepers, young Rih Qiiili shared Ids 
guard. 

But the next morning Rih Quili liimself was 
missing. It was tragically obidous that the 
Mercurian officer had fallen asleep and had been 
seized hvpnotically by the Dwellers. 

Ezra Gurney raged. "I liked fiiat, boy a lot! If 
ever I find out who the ciu'sed Dwellers are. I'll - 
Cap'll Eutuie, maybe them devilish tangle-trees are 
file Dwellers? Maybe fiiey're intelligent." 

C URT shook liis head haggardly. "No, they 
can't be the Dwellers. I admit fiiat plant-life 
on tliis world seems to have evolved fiufiier tlian on 
any planet I've ever visited. But the Cubics, who 
know more than we do, show no fear of tangle- 
trees. It is fiiis region fiiat fiie\' di'ead and refiise to 
approach." 

The other castawavs were less stricken by the 
new disappear'ance than Curt had expected. Their 
fear of the Dwellers was still great, but even greater 
now was their tenor of the corning cataclysm. 

Tluough the next days. Captain Eutme drove file 
work aroiuid fire clock. Their last two weeks were 
slipping rapidly away. And fire ominously 
increasing volcanic acfi\it\' and reciuTent tremors 
showed fiiat the final catastrophe was near. 

The\' welded fire big plates onto the fianiework 
of file Phoenix, joining each plate to file next with 
the atomic welder to form an airtight joint. 
Presently, the inner hull of the torpedo-like slup 
was all on. But fiiev still must build on fire outer 
hirll. 

Captain future put that work into the hands of 
Grag and (!)fiio, who trained fire mutineers and 
di\ided fiierii into gangs fiiat worked in successive 
sliifts. Curt lurnself, with McClinton and Ivirii Ivan, 
toiled to melt sand and mirierals into glassite for the 
porfiioles and bridge-window’s, to cast the inertron 
rocket-tubes, and to fasluori fight tarilcs for water 
and oxygen. 

IGm Ivan, mopping sweat fiorii liis brow’ and 
staggering from sixteen horns of umesfing labor, 
found one consolation. 

"The only good firing about it is that now we're 


w'orking day and night botli, fire emsed Dw’ellers 
liave let us alone," panted fire Martian. 

Ciu't nodded exliaiistedly. "Tomorrow’ w’e'll 
install file cyclotrons in fire sliip, and fit the rocket- 
tubes. " 

".And then w’e'll be able to leave tliis cursed 
planetoid!" exclaimed Morenios forcibly. 

"Not mitrl we find calcium," w’anied Captain 
future. 

The venomous \'enusian's dark eyes nanow’ed. 
"'Wliat do you mean — till we find calcium? I'm no 
engineer, but I've rocketed enough to know fiiat a 
sliip's eyes run' on copper fiiel, and we've plenty of 
copper. In fids emergency, we can take off wifiiout 
that catalyst you talk about, siu'ely." 

"You're a f-f-fool, Morenios," said George 
McClinton empliatically. "Without the calcimn 
catalyst, the released energy’ of c-copper would b- 
blow us sky-liigh." 


CH.APTER XVn 


Disa^er 



TH.AT night came a 
series of sharp 
tremendous 
> midergromid. The 
rocked in its cradle, 
great jets of fire shot far 
file heavens fioiii the 
volcanoes 

them with brilliance. 
Joan Randall had 
news for Cml 
he aw’akeried after that 


night of fear. 

"Jolni Rollinger has recovered liis sanity!" she 
exclaimed. "I tliinlc file shocks last night somehow’ 
did it. He's asking for you." 

Curt w'ent wifii her to fire physicist, wiio all fiiese 
days liad been confined a babbling madman in one 
of the huts. Rollinger's spare face looked dazed but 
sane as he stared up at Curt. 

"Captain Eiiture, fiiey've told rue wiiafs 
liappened," fire physicist said hoarsely. "I can't seem 
to remember ari\1liirig. Yet I'm clear' enoirgh in riiy 
mind now. " 

"Take it easy, Rollinger," Cmt ad\ised. "You've 
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had a wondeiM recoveiy. but you'll relapse if you 
midergo any strain now. I'll talk to you later . " 

At regular intervals tluoughout that day came 
tire ominous thiurder-guimings fiom beneath roiuid. 
There was sometliiirg teiiifying about tlreir 
regrilarity. Yet the volcanoes seemed lurusually 
quiet, irot eveir smoke rising horn tlrern. 

Thoroirglrly frightened by tliese new 
developrnerrts, die castawayrs worked fluiously all 
tlu'oirgh the day luider Captain Futm'e's direction. 
They liauled the six massive cycloti'ons into the 
Phoenix, and bolted tiiern fast. The fliel-feed and 
power -lead pipes were installed, the hea\y rocket- 
tubes were screwed into place, the hermetically 
tight space-door was hiuig. 

By sunset the men were dropping in their tr acks. 
The periodic sharp shocks liad completely ceased 
two hours before. A dead, heavy hush reigned, and 
tile air seemed tiuck and oppressive. Cmt Newton's 
worn brown face was dripping witii perspiration as 
he and McCllinton and Otiio staggered almost 
dnuilcerily out of the sliip. 

"Now — the calcium," Curt panted. "We've less 
than five days in wliich to find it, or perish." 

McClinton's face was hopeless. "The Brain has 
h-h-hurited all tliese weeks witiiout finding a g- 
grain. " 

A wild yell inteiTupted tiieiii. It came fioiii back 
inside tiie Phoenix, and was in Boraboll's voice. 

"Rollinger is wrecking tiie sliip!" 

Curl lunged back into tiie vessel. Jolui Rollinger 
towered in its cyc-room. Iris face flaming as he 
battered with a heavy bar at the eyes. 

"Get liini!" Cmt yelled, plungiirg foiw'ard 
liiniself 

The wiiirhng bar sliced toward lum in a blow 
meant to shatter liis skirll. He ducked luider it and 
tackled Rollinger. 

The crazed scientist seemed to have tiie strength 
of ten men, and Cmt's weary muscles could not 
hold liim. But Grag and tiie otiiers were luslung 
foiw'ard. In a few moments, Rollinger was bound. 

Joan came imuiing in to tiieiii, her face deatlily 
wiiite and a big bruise on her forehead. 

"It's riiy fault!" she sobbed. "He seemed so sane 
all day, tiiat finally 1 untied liis bonds as he asked. 
Then he struck rue down and ran toward the slup." 

Rollinger was looking up at them with an 
expression of hatred and contempt upon liis face. 
Then, abruptly, liis face changed before their gaze. 

It distorted into wiiat it had been before, the face 


of a niadman. A stream of insane babblings fell 
fiorii liis lips. 

"They took riiy body!" wiiimpered the madman. 
"They guessed that you mean to escape from here-" 
He tr ailed off in uiiiritelhgible moutiiirig. 

"The Dwellers!" swore Otiio. "They've always 
liad a grip on Rollinger's shattered riiirid. .And 
because tiiey don't w’arit tiieir \ictiriis to leave here, 
tiiey used liim today to try to wreck tiie sliip." 

"Good God, wiiat land of creatures are tiiey that 
can use such diabolical metiiocls of attack?" cried 
Boraboll, shaldng wildly. 

"Take Rollinger back to liis hut," Cmt ordered. 
"He didn't liave time to do any real damage. 
Thoirgli, in a few’ minutes more- -" 

The words w'ere sw^ept fiorii liis lips by a 
tremendous, booming somid that broke the heavy 
hush. The slup quivered suddenly in its cradle. 

A SHRILL yell fiorii Ezra brought tiieiii 
tumbling out into tiie open. The gromid 
wus shuddering like a harp-string. The booming 
was increasing in volmiie and rapidity by the 
second. 

"The volcanoes are going to blow?" Curt 
shouted. "Everybody get 

Eor a second time he was internipted. And tins 
time the interruption was an explosive detonation 
of such titanic magnitude as to stmi them. 

They glimpsed tiie crests of the distant volcanic 
range limtiing into tiie sky in great masses of rock 
and lava. The whole top of the range had blown off 
fiery lava raved up in spouting geysers, then was 
luddeii b\' a tremendous wuve of dark, siiioly gases 
tiiat puffed outward gigantically. 

"Into the slup! " Cmf cried. "Tiiat bmst of fiuiies 
will asphyxiate us all if it catches us!" 

They tumbled back into the slup, Grag dragging 
tiie raring Rollinger in with tiieiii. (!)tiio slanuiied 
shut the heavy door. 

It was not a moment too soon. The wave of 
poisonous fiuiies rolled over tiie camp a minute 
later. Eveiyilung outside was blotted fi'om sight by 
tiie swirling gases. 

Then tiie fiuiies began to tluii. The Phoenix wns 
still shuddering in its cradle. When tiie titanic bmst 
of gases had been swept away, tiiey staggered out 
of the vessel. 

They stood, appalled by wiiat tiiey saw. 
liuimiierable colossal fountains of lava were 
pouring up fiorii the sliattered craters and cliasms of 
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tlie neighboring volcanic area. And already a ten- 
foot crest of die darning molten rock was rolling 
toward die jimgle and their camp. 

"That lava will wipe out eveiydiing here!" 
Morenios shouted. "(!)iu' only cliance is to take off 
in the slip at once." 

"No!" Captain Fiitiue cried. "1 tell you, we can't 
take offwidiout calciimi." 

"1 don't believe you!" darned the Venusian. 
"You're only stalling so that you and yoiu dierids 
can slip aw^ay in the slip and leave the rest of us 
here." 

"Ifs better to risk starting without the calcium 
than to stay here and be Idlled by die lava ! " howied 
Boraboll. 

"Listen to me!" Cmi Newioris voice rang out. 
"Tliat lava may rollover the jungle but it wv'iit 
touch us yet, for our camp is bruit on tlis bioll. The 
lava nia\' simoiuid die bioll, but wvni't be ligh 
enough to cover it. There's still a cliance to dnd the 
calcimn. The Brain can still come and go even 
though the lava smromids us. You've got to trust in 
me." 

"liii widi you Futiue." said liiiii Ivan prompdy. 
"1 tliric we're siuik. bii we gave you a promise and 
we'll play it out to the end. " 

"Then get yoiu men to work liaiding eveiytling 
up here to die lighest part of the knoll!" Cut 
exclaimed. "Put die ores, tools, food supplies, 
eveiytling up here between tire slip and tiiose 
cacti. Odio. you and Ezra come widi me and wee'll 
see wiiether the lava can be detlected in any way. " 

Ezra Gmuey and the android, as well as 
Mcd^linton, raced beside Captain Eutiue tluoiigh 
die jmigle towurdthe oncoming daning tide. 

Cmt's eyes desperately studied the topography 
of the groiuid as drey advanced. Fie was hoping that 
some fieak of die siuface night enable diem to 
biild a temporary darn or wall to shiuit die lava 
away from the bioll. 

His hope died witlin liiii as diey came closer to 
die advancing tide. The ciimson-glowing wuve was 
ligher than a man. rolling foiwurd with majestic 
slowiiess, lissing and crackling as it ate the jiuigle 
before it. 

"Holy siui-imps, noding can dedect that!" cried 
Otho. 

C RASH! The hollow' soiuid of die explosion 
came fioiii the camp belind diem. 

"That s-soimded like eyes explocing!" cried 


McClirion. 

Ciutwiirled. "Good God. if tiiose fools 

He didn't fnish. He was already racing back 
toward die knoll. As he ran up its kwv slope, liiiii 
Ivan and Joan and odiers came stmiibling 
frandcally to meet lini. 

"The slip?" cried Captain Eutme. "Did 
Morenios 

"Yes. he did!" raged Him Ivan. The big Martian 
was mad widi wild anger. "'Wlien we otiiers w'ere 
liaiding the stuff up out of danger, Morenios and 
Boraboll and a dozen odier fools like diem tried to 
take off in die Phoenix. " 

Cmt and the otiiers came into sight of die slip. 
■An icy feeling of utter despair clutched at lis heart 
as he saw. 

The cyclod'ons had exploded wiieri copper fliel 
w'as released into atonic pow'er withoii the 
iriibitory calcimn catalyst to control die \iolent 
energy. The e?qilosion had reri a great hole in the 
stern of the slip. 

The battered bodies of Morenios and Boraboll 
and otiiers wiio liad been with them in tire c\'c-rooni 
liad been blowii out of the gaping hole in the liidl. 
Otiier stiuuied mutineers were staggering dazedly 
beside it. 

Ezra GiuneVs voice was cairn in despair. "So 
dis is die end. Well, we made a good dy. diebit 
we?" 

Tluoirgh iiiiuly veils of smoke and steam, the 
rising Siui looked dowii upon a w'orld in dieadfld 
travail. The wiiole smface of Astarfall wus 
shuddering luieasily as the little planetoid felt the 
increasing gra\itatiorial grip of the planetary system 
toward wiich it was ruslirrg. The volcaric area was 
now a heU's-cakbon of geysering lava, from wiich 
an angry red tide liad crept out like an ominous blot 
over die jungle for niles. 

(!)iiy the rounded knoll still, rose above die 
lissing lava flood wiich completely siurounded it. 
Upon tlis clear bioll towered die stark, barrel- 
shaped forms of a score of grotesque, gigantic cacti. 
■And near tiiose monstrous growth bidked the 
metallic torpedo sliape of the space slip around 
wiich less tlian flfty men were fr antically laboring. 

"We've got the flrst two eyes repaired." Crag 
reported to Captain Eiime as the red-headed 
plarieteer came out of the slip. "How aboii the 
liidr^" 

"The inner liidl is patched. We're still w'orbng 
on the outer one," (!iut Newton panted. 
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He swayed a little fiom exliaustion as he stood, 
passing liis liand wearily across liis bloodshot eyes. 

For two days and nights of teiror. Captain Fuhu'e 
had driven die siii\ivors in tliis last burst of 
seemingly hopeless activity. It was he who had 
fought against tire ntter despair wluch liad 
possessed tiiem after tire ill-staiTed attempt of 
Moremos and the otiiers liad crippled the Phoenix. 

"Are yon going to stand here and fold yoin 
hands and wait to die?" Ciut had lashed them. "Or 
are yon going to keep fighting?" 

"Wliafs tire use, Fntiue," said lOrn Ivan 
hollowly. "The eyes are wTecked, and the hnll torn 
open. .And we've got only a few days left." 

"We can repair those eyes and the Inrll if we 
hiuiy." (I’lut had insisted. "The lava won't come np 
over tins knoll for awliile." 

"Even if we do," Ezra muttered fatalistically, 
"we still can't get away without calcinm. Look what 
happened when Moremos and the rest of them tried 
it." 

"There's still a cliance that Simon will find 
calcimn" (lint said. ".A chance for life. Are yon 
going to take it?" 

T HEA' looked at liirn, most of them, with 
faces sick witii hopeless discoiuagernerrt. " 
The Brairr Iras been looldng for calcinm all tiiese 
w'eeks withont firrding it," said orre rnntirreer. "He 
can't frrrdit nowrin a conple of day's." 

"He may." Ciut stated. Iris face tighterrirrg. "Arrd 
if he doesrr't, wee'll still get away, for 1 prorrrise yoir 
that irr that case, /will get the calciimi." 

They stared. 

"Ciut. yon carr't be serious." protested Joarr. "If 
the Brairr carr't firrd calcimn orr tiris world, wirere 
would yon get it?" 

"I'll get it." Captairr fntiue replied firmly. "1 give 
yon nry solerrur w’ord tlrat 1 will. .And 1 never broke 
a prorrrise irr rrry life." 

.A fairrt glearrr of hope stined nporr the faces of 
tire strickerr castaways. There was rro groiurd for 
hope except their belief irr criut's prorrrise. Yet they 
clutched at tiris straw. 

"We'll have to bring the eyes out of the slrip arrd 
repair tireir cracked jackets. "Captairr fntiue was 
continnirrg rapidly. "Also, there'll be the job of 
repairing that hole irr tire hull, arrd tire wrecked 
power arrd fiiel-pipes. Every rrrirrnte coiurts, fiorrr 
rrow orr! To w’ork!" 

His irrdornitable resolntiorr sparked the wirole 


fierrzied effort tlrat followed. Every pair of Irarrds 
was rreeded rrow. Joarr helped witir tire otirers. 
dragging rrrasses of ore toward the srrrelters to be 
used irr repairirrg the eyes. 

The fearfiil distiubarrces w’ere rrot dyirrg dow’rr. 
Irrstead, tirey were becornirrg worse. Trerrrerrdons 
thiurder of deep diastroplrisrn corrtirrnally shook the 
groiurd lurder their feet. Strarrglirrg fiurres drifted 
over tirerrr, arrd therr were torrr away by tire howiing 
wirrds. 

The Irissirrg lava flood w^as crawiing towar'd 
tirerrr fiorrr tire east. They could hear tire orrrirrons 
cracldirrg arrd srrappirrg as it rolled over the jiurgle 
arrd lapped aroiurd the slopes of their krroll. It soorr 
completely siuroiurded the krroll. They were rrow 
trapped here. The space slrip was their orrly possible 
way of escape! 

That did rrot apply to the Brairr. Sirrrorr Wright 
could still fly out over tire lava floor, arrd he did so 
agairr arrd agairr irr Iris quest. 

"Lad. I've beerr ahrrost everywhere orr tiris 
w’orld," he reported to Ciut that evening. "It's 
alwayrs tire sarrre. No calcimn!" 

Ciuf s face was dripping. Iris red Irair disordered. 
Iris zipper-snit torrr arrd soiled. He Irad beerr 
wxrrking orr gettirrg out the cyclotrorrs. 

"Keep at it, Sirrrorr," he luged tantly. "We dorr't 
rreed rrrnch calciimr. rerrrerrrber. A few pomrds 
would be erroirgh. Everr a pomrd to use as catalyst 
irr orre cyclotrorr would be at least erroirgh to get the 
slrip off Astarfall." 

The Brairr looked at Irirri closely. "If 1 dorr't firrd 
arry. Irave yon really a plarr for gettirrg calcimn or 
was tlrat prorrrise of yoms just a story to erreomage 
tire otirers?" 

"1 have a way of getting a little calcimn. erroirgh 
to allow a take-off." Captairr fntiue replied. "But 1 
orrly warrt to use tlrat way if everytiring else fails." 

The Brairr seerrred startled, but Ciut did rrot 
elucidate. He had already sfi'ode back to the work 
with tire eyes. 

That rright was a fearsorrre orre. They Irad plerrty 
of light by wliiclr to work, for the siuromrding. 
glowirrg lava cast a huid red glare. By that terrible 
ilhurrirratiorr they toiled at tire task of repairirrg the 
wuecked eyes. 

Before midnight a teri'ific elecfi'ic stonrr raged 
across the doorrred plarretoid. Bine lightning darreed 
arrd flashed irrcessarrtly, arrd tire bawlirrg hubbub of 
thiurder drowrred the more orrrirrons soiurd of 
seisrrric trernblirrgs. Hot, Irissing rairr slashed dowrr. 
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battering the lialf-blinded men. 

Tluongliont the next day. the seetliing lava crept 
slowly up the sides of the knoll. Cmt and liis toiling 
men scarcely glanced at that incliing, tlneatening 
tide. They were becoming nmnb to danger. 

Late drat afternoon, came two violent quakes. 
The Phoenix sliifted dangerously in its cradle. .Aird 
die big atomic smelters were overtmned. spilling 
molten metal that almost engidfed Cmt and Grag 
standing nearby. 

"Get diose smelters back up!" Captain Futme 
shouted. "Move diem into that little hollow near die 
cacti. The\''ll be better braced diere." 

"Tlus is a n-n-nightniare." George McClinton 
stammered as he shained at the job with them. 
"Well w-w- w'ake up back in the V-\idcan. " 

Over the din came the incessant, crazy slnieking 
of Jolui Rollinger . "Masters, spare us! Do not slay 
us!" 

"He seems to tlunlc die Dw’ellers are causin' all 
dus." Ezra Gmney said. "He's been praciii to diem 
all day." 

They got die smelters upright in die little hollow 
near die tow^eiing cacti and soon liad them in 
operation again. But their molds liad been cracked 
b\' die quakes and liad to be repaired before they 
could go on with the w’ork of casting new jackets 
for the wTecked cyclodons. 

Men ch'opped and lay unconscious, dming the 
fearftd horns of that night of labor. Joan, staggering 
herself fi'oiii w^ealaiess and shain. w'orked to re\ive 
them. 


CH.APTER XVlll 


Sjixeme ^orifice 



KIM IVAN w'as a tower 
sdength. The big Martian 
Ids battered face 
and terrible. Ids eyes 
little wild, dr'ove the 
mirtineers on 
drey show’ed signs 
wvirk. 

"We may be oirdaw's and 
but we're fighters, 
we?" roared die 
to them. "Tlds is 


die biggest fight w'e ever had. Nobody is going to 
qrdt. There'll be no more daitors like Morenios. We 
shall work and survive together - or we sliall die 
togedier!" 

They got tire new jackets onto the eyes with 
fimibling liarids. By niondng tiiey liad moved the 
eyes back into die Phoenix and re-installed them. 

Wldle McClinton superintended dds. Cmt and 
odiers wielded atomic welders to repair the rent in 
the hrdl. Cmt had not slept for forty-eight hours. He 
w'as staggering wiieri Joan came to Idrii with food. 

"The job's almost done." he said tlucldy. 
"McClintoris hooking up die firel-pipes now'. Has 
Simon come back?" 

The Brain had been gone all tluough the 
previous day and die night. 

"Not yet." Joan answ'ered. "Oh. Cmt. maybe he's 
been caught by one of the quakes wiieri he was 
erqiloring for calcium." 

"He'll be back." Captain future husked widi 
unquenchable confidence. "Maybe liis staying so 
long means that he lias found calcium." 

There was suddenly a low moaning somid in the 
air. Winds and streamers of smoke wiurled 
fiighteriedly fioiii a dozen different directions. They 
felt a cmious lighdiess on their feet, as though they 
w'ere sirdcing. 

".Anodier quake!" Cmt yelled warning. "Down, 
everybody! " 

They fiatteried tiiemselves upon die ground just 
as die shock liit. The gromid seemed to rise and 
sirdc beneath them with inconceivable rapidity, like 
an elevator alternately ascending and descending. 

A bru'sting. prolonged roar liit dieir ears. The 
Phoenix bounced irp and down in its cradle, 
tlireatening to smash its keel by its own weight. 

"Gods of Mars, look at that " yelled Kim Ivan. 

(!)ut there in die haze, miles aw'ay. wiiole new 
fiery mountains were rising majestically into being. 
The tortured tlnoes of doomed .Astarfall were 
budding up its crust. 

Tremendous e^qilosions of steam veiled tire 
distant spectacle of planetary cliaos. A new. luglier 
wave of lava came lussing across the srnoiddering 
crimson sea tliat sunomided the knoll. It splashed 
Idglier against the sides of their elevation, breaking 
in fiery spray. 

Choiring fiorii the fimies as he stmnbled to liis 
feet. Cmt Newton saw vaguely tliat Jolui Rollinger 
liad escaped fioiii lus hut. The machiiari. lus bonds 
appareritiy snapped by that last shock, was praying 
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freiiziedly upon liis laiees. 

"Masters, do not slay us! Spare us!" he was 
praying insanely to the Dwellers. 

C APTAIN FUTURE, liis brain rocldng in 
tliis hour' of planetary doom, disregarded 
the madman. "He had glimpsed a wavering sliape 
flying down tlu'ough the smoke and steam. 

"Ifs Simon! " he shouted. "He's come back! " 
Buffeted about by die howling cmrents of hot 
air. the Brain's glittering, dansparent cube struggled 
down toward diem. 

"The calcium?" cried Ezra Guniey to liim. 

"1 cordd not find any." said die Brain. He spoke 
as diougli widi a great effort. Ids metallic voice 
hesitating and jerky. "There is no calciimi." 

"Masters! Masters!" came Rollinger's wild, 
insane slniek of imploration in the stiumed silence 
diat followed Simon's fateM news. 

And Curt Newton suddenly nodced tliat. as he 
prayed. Rollinger was kneeling in fi'ont of die big 
chmip of gigantic, barrel-shaped cacti. 

Blinding revelation crashed into Captain Futiue's 
brain. The veil was abiupdy torn fioiii die siidster 
mystery of the planetoid. 

"Good God!" he choked. "The Dwellers! I've 
found them out. at last!" The odiers looked at Idiii. 
obviously believing tliat the superhuman strain had 
luiseated Ids reason. 

Curt ran foiw’ard to die nearest of die giant cacti 
in fiord of wddch the madman w'as kneeling. He 
laid Ids hand shakingly upon die fiuted, spineless 
side of tliat ndghty growth wldcli towered Idgh 
above 1dm. 

"We've been blind" he choked. "We knew that 
plant life had been tremendously developed by the 
burst of evolution duough wldcli Astarfall passed. 
We knew' tliat die tangle-trees and other plants liad 
developed die power to prey upon and ingest h\irig 
creatures. We should liave known that plant 
intelligence w'ould liave been developed too by diat 
evoludonary spmt!" 

look of awe came on their faces. 

"Wliat do you mean?" IGm Ivan asked husldly. 

"1 mean tliat one species of the mutating plants 
of tlds world developed intelligence to die point 
where it coidd use hypnotic mental power to draw 
its victims to it!" Captain Future cried. "Inienn that 
these giant cacti are the Du-e/lers!" 

"Crut. look out!" screamed Joan 

■An operdng had suddenly appeared in the flirted 


side of die gigantic cactus-creatiue beside Ciut 
Newdoii. It was like a perpendicidar. slitted iiioudi 
that suddenly yawned in the elastic fiber body of 
die dung. 

Cmt. off balance, was falling in tow'ard die 
ludeous. yawning maw. By a superb effort, the 
Brain flashed duough the air and tluiist Captain 
Futiue aside. He fell sprawding a little beyond the 
plant-monster. 

The gaping slit-maw in the side of the great 
growth instandy closed. 

"Name o' the Siui!" Ezra Giuney cried wildly. 
"All oiu men diat disappeared - diose dungs drew' 
dieiii to themselves and swallow'ed them! " 

".And all dus time we've been hiuiting the 
Dw'ellers. dieVve been right here in oiu own 
camp ! " IGm Ivan was saying dazedly. 

Ciut snatched irp one of the heavy bush-buves. 
"Come on and help rue!" he panted. "We're going to 
cut that creatiue open." 

"Ciut. diere's no time for mere revenge on the 
Dw'ellers." pleaded die Brain. 

"Tlus is not just revenge." Captain Futiue 
flashed. "These plant-creatiues are intelligent. If 
diere's any calciimi on dus planetoid, diey'll know 
of it. .And we'll make dus one tell wiiere it is." 

T hey snatched up die heavy bush-knives 
and attacked the cactus-monster's mighty 
base. As diey started slaslung into the tough fiber, 
die ludeous maw of die dung opened and closed in 
vain effort to snatch them. 

"Don't!" screamed Rollinger. "You are limting 
die Master. They w'ill destroy us all!" 

Captain Futiue suddenly reeled as into lus brain 
came the impact of a raging telepatluc attack. A 
fiuious thought-order to desist. 

The odiers felt tliat mental resistance of the 
Dw'eller. too. IGiii Ivan cried out. 

"The dung's fighting back telepatlucally! Tlus is 
like a crazy dream. " 

"Keep at it!" pressed Curt. "We biow' die 
Dw'ellers can't domiriate us hypnotically when oiu 
conscious minds are awake. It can't stop us!" 

The groiuid luider dieiii w'as shuddering 
\ioleridy fi'orii new quakes, as diey fiercely slashed 
deeper into the base of the riioristi'ous growdi. 

Ten feet in diameter was die massive dung, its 
outer skin of elastic plant-fiber sluelding softer 
plant-tissues of pale wlute. Severed capillaries bled 
sticky sap in horrible imitation of a w'oiuided 
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aiiimal as tliey cut deeper. 

The lupnotic resistance of the Dweller was 
frantic, and their minds seemed clouded and 
chaotic. Yet it could not overcome them. They 
slashed ever deeper - and die whole towering, 
banel-like mass of die creative was finally cut 
tlu'ough and toppled aside. 

Curt Newton slashed caieMly dowii tlaough the 
wliite fibrous dssues of the creatur e's base, mitil he 
micovered that wluch he sought. 

"God, it's die dung's brain!" choked Ezra 
Gmney. 

Deep witliin the base of the giant plant-creatme 
nesded a pink, convoluted mass of fiber. It pidsated 
and quivered with uncaiuiy life. From it branched 
sdange fibrous neive-tendiils. 

Brain of the Dweller! Brain of the great plant 
wiiose species had been evolved tow’ard lugli 
intelligence b\' that same bmst of mutadons wiiicli 
had caused the degeneradon of'the himians upon 
dus planetoid! 

Curt Newion poised Ids heavy bufe over that 
helpless, quivering plant-brain. .And he thcxight to 
it. in a concendated mental message. 

"1 can Idll you," Curt telepadied. "1 will kill you. 
mdess you give me infoimation 1 require." 

Back into Ids mind came the qidck telepatldc 
reply of die Dweller. "Wliat do you wish to biow’? " 

"1 must know at once wiiere upon tlds world we 
can procure a small quandty of calcium," Captain 
Future thought. "It is necessary to us if we are to 
escape fioiii tlds doomed planetoid." 

The answ'eiing thought of die Dweller was 
sharply starded. "What ? Is it true that tlds w’orld is 
doomed'?" 

"It's starting to crack open now!" Curt answered. 
"The end is close at hand. Didn't you suspect diaf?" 

"No, for we Masters liave not \isual or tactile 
senses with widch to observe," was the reply. "We 
have noticed increasing demblings of the groiuid, 
but had not dioirght tliat diey implied a catasdophe 
to die wiiole w'orld. " 

The cold, uncaiudly alien thoirght of die Dw’eller 
continued broocUngly. "So dds is the end of our 
glorious, brief Idstory! For centimes, we have been 
evolving to greater intelligence and mental powder, 
since die first mutations chanced to cliange us in 
that direction. We liave di'eanied of making 
ourselves die mental masters of all dds w'orld, of 
growing to such power tliat we could send oiu 
thoughts far out into the mdverse to explore and 


learn. .And now that dream is ended." 

There was an overtone of w^eird dagedy in die 
tldng's brooding thoughts. But Ciut Newton 
desperately seized upon one possibilid'. 

Y OU COULD still live if you tell . us wiiere 
diere is calciimi." he thought, to the ddng. 
"We coidd take \'our plant-body or roots and brain 
with us in oiu sldp. A'ou coidd grow again upon 
anodier world." 

"It is impossible. Oiu bodies are so adapted to 
die chendcal condidons of dds planetoid tliat we 
coidd not live in a different habitat," answ^ered the 
Dweller. "However, 1 w’oidd tell you wiiere there 
w’as calciimi if 1 coidd. 1 bear you no ill will. It is 
due that we were forced to catch and devour a 
niuuber of your party, but you forced us to it by 
camping here. The small ardmals on widch we 
formerly preyed wxiidd no longer approach tlds 
place with you here. And oiu' bodies liad to liave the 
ardnial food upon widch we subsist." 

The Dweller continued Ids calm mental 
message. "But though 1 w'oidd help you if 1 coidd, 1 
cannot. It is iiiy belief diat there is not, and lias 
never been, a single atom of calciimi on tlds 
wxiiid." 

Curt felt die blood drain fioiii Ids heart. "No 
calciimi here at all? How can you know that, wiieri 
you can neidier see nor hear nor move? " 

The Dw’eller replied. "We long ago investigated 
die Idstory of dds planetoid b\' probing die ndnds 
and knowiedge of the degenerating liimian colordsts 
here. We learned thus that tlds world w^as a moon in 
a planetary system whose sun was completely 
without calciimi, potassiimi and several otiier 
elements. .An atondc disintegration process sindlar 
to the carboii-rdtrogen cycle liad biuned out all 
diose elements before tliat sun ever gave birth to 
worlds." 

Captain Futiu'e turned tow’ard the otiiers. He told 
them wiiat he had just heard fiorii the Dweller. 

"The Dw’eller is speaking the trutii," said tire 
Brain gravely. "That explanation of wiiy .Astarfall is 
with- out calcium is scientifically probable. It 
erqilains the silicon sducture of the bones of the 
jimgle pigs." 

"Then - then it's all over for us?" Joan Randall 
widspered, her face very pale but her eyes fixed 
steadily on Curt. 

At tliat moment a \iolent new' quake rocked 
dieiii. They saw tliroirgh the swirling liaze that 
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immense new bulks of rock were rising witli a 
prolonged, grating roar fiom tire lava nearb\'. The 
knoll rose and fell beneath them like a drip upon 
die sea. A new, liigher wave of lava rolled its fiery 
crest toward them. 

"That new wave o' lava will cover the knoll!" 
yelled Ezr a Gniiiey. 

One of die mndneers clutched wilcUy at Captain 
Fntme's aim. "Yon promised diat if eveiytliing else 
failed, yon liad a way to at least get the sliip off tliis 
world!" 

Cml Newton's haggard face set. Ids lips 
dghtemng. The dieadfid last expedient that he liad 
kept in mind all diese teiiible days now stared Idiii 
full in the face. 

He met it nndincliingly. He knew wliat he liad to 
do - and there was small time left in wluch to do it. 

His voice rang like a dimipet tlu'ongh the din. 
"Into die Phoenix, everybody. We're going to take 
off. " 

"Blit, Cluef!" expostidated Odio wildly. "Yon 
know that as soon as we star! the eyes without the 
calcimii catahrst, diey'll blow again. " 

"1 have enough calcimii to act as catalyrst for one 
cyclod'on," Cmt answered swiftly. "1 didn't tell any 
of yon, because 1 was hoping to get more. But one 
eye will be enough to get the slip off Astarfall." 

"It's raining fire!" screeched one of the mndneers 
in teiTor. 

,-i fiery sleet was indeed falling upon them fiorii 
die smoke-darkened heavens as the bimiing ashes 
of the latest continmng eruptions descended. 

T hey fought dieir w'ay toward the slip. 
Ciut steadied Joan's staggering steps, and 
yelled for Grag to bring die slirieking Rollinger. 

Inside the Phoenix, he slammed shut die door to 
keep out die w'ave of scorcliing, superheated air diat 
was rolling up fioiii die lava wiicli now’ was 
ath’ancing to w’ash over the knoll. 

"Up to die bridge-deck, all of yon! " he shouted. 
"There'll be less danger diere if arw'diirig liapperis to 
the eyes." 

They slipped and tripped, for now die Phoenix 
was rocldng wildly in its cradle. Cmt tlmist Odio 
into the pilot-cliair, in fiont of winch were the 
space-stick, tlnotties and few simple instiimients 
tiiey had devised. 

"(!)dio, 1 wnnt yon to pilot die take- off" Captain 
Fntme ordered. "Now listen closely. I've ordy 
enough calcimii cataylst for one cyclotron. I'll put it 


indie Nmiiber C)ne eye. Yon must only use tliat one 
eye to power die take-off ,And yon must not let it 
run for more than a niinnte, for by the end of that 
time die cataylst will be used up. 

"In diat minute," he told die android tensely, 
"you must get die slip off and start it in the 
direction of die System. Then cut die eye at once. 
But do not start to take off, until ten minutes after 1 
liave gone dowii to die cyc-room to put in the 
catalyst." 

Odio nodded Ids head understandingly. "1 get it, 
Cliief Ten minntes after you go down, 1 cut in die 
Number (!)ne eye, use its firll pow'er for one minute 
to get die slip off, and tiieri cut it off again. " 

Cmt Newton paused. His gray eyes bad a queer 
brilliance in them as he met die gaze of Ids tluee 
old comrades. 

"Simon - Grag - Otho - just in case aruddng 
slioidd go wiong, 1 want to say tliat no man ever 
bad finer pals. I'm ddrddng of die old days on the 
Moon, of all w^e fom w’ent tlirough togedier." 

It was a moment of tense emotion, and that 
emotion gripped Joan Randal as she clung to 
Captain Future. 

"Cmt, do you tldrdc we're not going to make it? 
Is that why you're saying goodbye?" 

"We'll make it — I'm sme we will," he told her 
earnestly. His eyes searched her face with sdange 
wistfidness. He held her fiercely close, kissed her, 
dieri tmned abruptly away. "Remember, (!)dio - in 
ten minutes!" 

Cmi's hearl was bm'sting widi overpowering 
emotion as he filing Idmself down the 
coiiipardonway and back to the cyc-room. 

George McClinton was diere. McChnton 
liad,just unscrewed the heavy iiieitron top of the 
massive Number One cyclod'on. He clambered 
liastily dow’ii off die towering cylinder as Cmt bmst 
in. 

"McChnton, get up with the odiers!" Cml cried. 
"We're going to start, and 1 want everybody else up 
diere out of liarm's way." 

The laidcy engineer showed no sign of obeying. 
He came towurd Curt, a strange smile on lus 
homely, spe tacled face. 

"No, Captain Future." It was odd tliat in tliis 
moment of superhuman sdairi lus stanuiier finally 
left lum. "1 hiOM- wiiat you're plamung to do. 1 
guessed it when you made diat promise to tire 
odiers. And I'm not going to let you do it. " 

His voice was deep as he told Ciut, "You mean 
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too much to hie System's flitm e, to do tliis. And you 
mean too much to her . " 

There was a faraway tenderness that hausfigiu'ed 
hie eiigiiieer's homely face, as he spoke of Joan. 

"But / don't mean much to hie System or 
anyone," George Mcdliiitoii coiitiiiiied. "That's why 
I'm doing - this/ " 

The engineer's right hand flashed out as he 
spoke. He had a hea\w wTench in tliat liancl and he 
aimed the unexpected blow at Cmt Newton's head. 

Cmt had no chance to dodge, so utterly 
unforeseen was hie ahack. His skull rang, and he 
saihc miconscious. 


CHAPTER XIX 


The Cal I 



CAPTAIN FUTURE 
sh'iiggled back to 
consciousness a few' miniites 
to hear a bmsting roar 
feel a \iolent shock. H e 
was pressed against the hoor 
brief, teriihc 
icceleration. 

The sensahon passed 
His head began to 
and he was able to 
to Ills feet. He 
i dazedly around. 

The Phoenix out in space. Its cyclohon liad 
operated for the brief preananged moment, and the 
short blast of pow'er fi oiii its rocket- tubes had hung 
it out in the take-off.. It w'as luslhng now' tow'ard 
the gleaming flecks of the Solar S\^teni. Astarfall 
w'as a smoky, fire-shot ball receding rapidly astern. 

Cmt looked wildly around hie cyc-rooni. 


"McClinton!" 


There was no answer. The lanky cliief engineer 
was gone. And Cmt knew where he had gone. 

The Number One cyclohon w'as still hot fioiii 
that moment of operation tliat had enabled them to 
take off. Cmt Newton bowed Iris head against the 
side of hie eye, liis face worldng. 

The ohiers found lum thus when they came 
down into the cyc-rooni. Their voices were ringing 
with excitement and hope, but hiey were startled 
into silence when Cmt raised Ids head. 


Few men had ever seen tears in Captain Future's 
eyes. But hiey saw them now. 

"Cldef, what is it?" Grag cried anxiously. 
"Wliafs wi'ong?" 

Joan was looldng pirzzledly around. "Where's 
George Mcd’linton? I thought he was down here." 

Cmt pointed back toward space. His voice was 
choked. "McClinton is back hiere." 

They read hagedy in Ids face. "Cmt, w'hat do 
you mean?" 

"I mean tliat McClinton gave up Ids life to allow 
us to escape fioiii Astarfall," Captain Futme 
husked. "He supplied calcium to hie Nmiiber One 
eye fi oiii hie orhy possible somce, the caicium of 
his own body's ske/^on. 

"He knew' hie orhy possible source of calcimn. 
since there w'as none on Astarfall, w'as in oiir own 
bodies. The average hiinian body contains more 
hian a pound of calcimn. Enough to act as catalyst 
in a cyclohon for at least a ndnute! McClinton 
blew tliat, and gave Idmself so that we coihcl 
escape!" 

"My God!" cried Ezra Gmney. "Do you mean 
tliat he 

Cmt Newton nodded heavily. "Yes. McClinton 
got inside Nmnber (Due eye. 'WTien it was turned on, 
hie blast of atondc energy reduced Ids bod\' to 
ashes. But in those ashes was enoirgh calcium- 
catalyst to control the fiow of energy and keep it 
fi'oiii w'lecldng hie eye dming that ndnute. " 

He added, "He blew I'd liave stopped Idiii. He 
blocked me out; w'hen I came down into the cyc- 
rooni. " 

Curt did not tell them, woihd never tell them, 
hiat he liad Idmself had made desperate decision to 
sacrifice Ids own life in the same way rahier tliari 
that they slioidd all perish. But hiey all understood 
tliat now. And every smviving outlaw' w'as 
hmnbled. 

"When you said good-by to us up in the bridge- 
room — " Joan began. Then, as her stricken eyes 
haveled fiorii hie silent cyclotron back to the vaidt 
of space beldnd the stern window', she began to sob 
wildly. 

"Oh, Cmt. that shy, stammering boy we all 
teased!" 

He held her, soohdng her. He heard the cairn 
voice of the Brain. 

"It was a fine tldrig McClinton did. It is too bad 
hiat Ids sacrifice was probably all for nohdrrg. " 

"Wliat do you mean?" cried Ifirii Ivan. "We're 
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deal' of Astaifall." 

"Yes, and we are nisliing toward tire S\^teni." 
answered tire Brain. "Birt we still Irave no calciiun. 
We can 't operate tire cyclotions again. Tlrat irreaiis 
we can't clrange coiuse to land on any planet. 
Unless we soirrelrow get help, we'll fall helplessly 
tln'oiigh dre Systeirr toward tire Siur. " 

T hey looked at each other, strunred. hr all 
their ininds, the sairre terrible fact Irad 
becoirre obvioirs. If drey were to operate dre 
cyclodoirs agaiir, airodrer of dreirr irriist die! 

Ezra Giuire\' yelled sirddeirly. "Look back drere 
at Astarfall! She's goiir' ! " 

They crowded to the wiirdows. A we that irrade 
dreirr forget their owir deadly peril fell irpoir dreirr at 
the spectacle of cosnric catasd ophe drey beheld. 

The little planetoid had entered its fiiral 
convulsions. The veils of smoke and steam were 
momentarily tour fioirr its siuface. and drey looked 
upon its appalling siulace. 

Great rifts were opening in dre crust of the 
worldlet, radiating outward like spreading cracks. 
Up from drese rifts boiled dre iirfenral core of the 
plairetoid. Whole sectioirs of the surface sank 
beneath tliis bursting lava like ice-does submerging 
beneadrdre sea. 

Wild sd eanis of fire and steam shot for hinrdi'eds 
of miles out fioiri the surface, for several nrinrrtes, 
dre geography of dre fiairriirg sphere was fiirid aird 
fomrless. Bine lighdiiirg wieadred dre d\ing world. 

Astarfall exploded! As dre cloveir crust let the 
hydrosphere into its interior fiery core, the residting 
blast of e?qranding steam tore the crumbling 
planetoid into fragments that hnrtled out in every 
direction. 

"She's gone!" cried Ezra hoarsely. "Tlrat was the 
errd of her!" 

They heard dre Brairr's broodirrg voice. "The errd 
of the pitiful Iristory of the (I’lrbics, arrd the sdarrge 
dr earrrs of dre Dwellers. " 

"Sorrre of drose fiagrrrerrts are corrrirrg after irs!" 
IGrrr Ivarr exclairrred. " .Aird we carr't dodge 'errr ! " 

"We'll have to take oin charrce," Captairr firtiue 
said tensely. 

The fiagrrrerrts of the exploded plarretoid were 
ruslrirrg after them with a speed that wuiild soorr 
overtake dre Phoenix. They w’aited tairtly. 

They soorr glirrrpsed jagged rrrasses of rock 
wdrirlirrg past rrearby. Srrraller debris shuck against 
the Phoenix' sides arrd sterrr widr a ratdirrg clatter 


tlrat shook dre slrip irr every bearrr. Therr it w'as soorr 
over. 

"The irrrrer Irrdl wasrr't holed by arry of that 
debris," Grag soorr reported. 

"Therr that darrger is past." said the Brairr. "Brrt 
w’e'll soorr be ruslrirrg irrto the Systerrr. Oin speed 
will accelerate by the Iroin as we fall tow’ard the 
Siirr. Wlrat are we goirrg to do?" 

Agairr their terrible dilerrrrrra faced therrr. 
Widroirt calcinrrr. they could rrot operate the eyes to 
reach arry plarret. .Aird drey had birt orre soiu'ce of 
dre elerrrerrt. arrd that was their owrr bodies. 

ICirrr Ivarr spoke irp. "Captairr firtiue. I've beerr 
drirrldrrg. It was yoiu' work arrd McChrrtorr's 
sacrifice that saved rrre arrd rrry boys frorrr that 
world's errd. We owe yoir sorrretirirrg for drat. 1 
propose tlrat we boys draw lots arrrorrg oiu'selves. " 

".Agreed!" roared dre voices of all the rrrirtirreers 
irr chorus. 

"Oh, rro!" Joarr sobbed. "No rrrore of irs rrrirst die 
irr that terrible way! Please, Ciut!" 

"We'll firrd arrother way," Captairr firtiu'e 
prorrrised. "We've got to - rrow. " 

He werrt irp widr therrr to the bridge-roorrr. The 
Phoenix' was ruslrirrg silerrdy orr. The Lirre. the 
edge of dre Systerrr, w^as rrot so far ahead, for the 
plarretoid had beerr steadily approaclrirrg it diuirrg 
all these past weeks. 

The bright little disc of Phrto glearrred, ahead of 
therrr arrd far to tire left. Beyorrd lay the slrirrirrg 
specks of the irrrrer plarrets arrd dre brilliarrt, srrrall 
sphere of dre Siirr. 

"If we could orrly call for help to the Patrol 
sorrrehow\" Curt rrrirttered. " A cririser could easily 
corrtact irs before we fell irr duoirgh dre wirole 
S>rstem to death." 

Ezra slmigged hopelessly. "We airr't got rro w^ay 
to call - rro airdiophorre." 

I T H.AD beerr irrrpossible, of course, for drerrr 
to inrdertake the construedorr of a corrrplex 
airdiophorre dansrrritter wirerr drey had built tire 
slrip. They Irad barely corrrpleted the slrip itself irr 
tirrre. But rrow dreir lack of a dansrrritter seerrred to 
spell their doorrr. 

"Coidd we birild a srrrall transmitter?" Joarr 
asked hopefidh'; 

Ciu't shook Iris head. "By the tirrre we got it 
finished, we'd be craslrirrg irr tluough the irrrrer 
plarrets to dre Sirrr. Arrd everr tirerr, if we Irad a 
dansrrritter, we'd have rro power to operate it. We 
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still coiilcbit use the c\’clotrons. " 

The Braiii hoveling beside them, spoke 
thoughtflilly. "There is a possible solution. You 
know tliat my senim-case embodies a small atomic 
motor wliich fiunishes power to tire generator of 
my haction-beams and the piunps wliich repmif\' 
the serum. You could take out tliat motor and 
generator fiom m\' 'body' and soon convert them 
into a small improvised audiophone transmitter." 

Captain Futiue protested. "No, Simon! You 
would die when the pumps and pmifiers stopped 
working and yoiu vital senmi became toxic ! " 

"1 would not die at once," tire Brain said coolly. 
"1 would live for twent>'-foiii to foit>'-eight horns, 
though 1 would lapse into unconsciousness dming 
drat time as my seirun became toxic. In that time, 
you might be able to receive help in answer to yoiu 
call. You could then revive me." 

"But if help didn't come soon enough, it would 
be too late ever to revive you!" Cmt exclaimed. 
"The power of yoiu motor would be exliausted. " 

The Brain's metallic voice was annoyed. "You 
are being illogical, (hulls. It is certainly preferable 
that 1 shoirld take tliat risk tlian tliat we should all 
perish. Remember wliat you had intended doing." 

The logic was miassailable, yet Captain Futiue 
still hesitated. Flis liaggard face was deeply moved 
as he looked into die lens-like eyes of lus old 
companion. 

"Simon, if tlus should cost yoiu life 

"Come. come, you blow how 1 abhor 
sendmentality." intemipted die Brain amioyedly. 
Yet lus metallic voice seemed oddly softer as he 
added, "Get on with it and stop wasdng time. " 

The Brain glided to die shelf-like table beside 
the instiimient panel - die na\igation-desk. Flis 
trausparent cube rested diere, waiting. 

Sweat stood out on Cmt Newton's brow as he 
and (;)dio got dieir meager supply of tools and 
began work. Deftly, qiiicldy, they luibolted the 
bodoiii secdon of the Brain's sdange body wiucli 
contained its iiiodve iiiecliarusms. 

They removed it. drscoruiecting and clamping 
the tiny pipes and cables wiucli coruiected widi the 
seimii-case proper. Now the Brain w'as merely an 
isolated living lirain in a dansparent box of senuii. 
FFis powers of speecli, hearing, niovement, liad 
been str ipped from lum. 

Captain Futiue worked with rrtriiost speed now'. 
Every minute coiuited, for the Brain's lioius of life 
were now riiuiibered. Rapidly, he and Otho and 


Grag took apart die iiiecliarusms tliat had enabled 
Simon to live. 

The small, powerful atomic motor, with its own 
compact cliarge of calciiun catalyzed fliel, die\' set 
aside. They dissembled die motors fioiii die senuii- 
piuiips and hooked them to the generators that liad 
produced the Brain's magnedc tracdon-beams. 
They thus set up a complete new' circuit w'luch 
w'oidd emit elecd'o-niagnedc waves in the 
frequency-range of audiophone usage. The little 
atomic motor was coruiected to frunish the power . 

Ciut Newton coruiected dus litde improvised 
dansmitter to die makesluft anteiuia-sphere w'luch 
Grag liad prepared and attached outside the space- 
door. 

FFe used die microphonic "ears" of the Brain for 
microphones. 

"It's frnished," Cmt amiomiced finally. "Tiun it 
on. Odio." 

The atomic motor tluobbed with pow'er. The 
generators began to hiuii. casting their roiigldy- 
tmiedwave out into space. 

Cmt spoke into die microphones. "Ship Phoenix. 
Captain Future coixirrending, cailing all Patrd 
vessels or dhe" ships! Idfe need help in the form of 
calcium supplied Idfe are approaching the Line 
from outer ^ace in the following approximate 
position. " 

FFe gave the figiues of their position as diey had 
calculated it. Then he again repeated die call. 

For the next few horns. Cmt repeated the 
message at regular inteiwals. The last time, die little 
atomic motor went dead on the last words. 

"She's played out!" (idio reported. "Fuel's clear 
gone. No wonder, when we've been nuuurig it frdl 
load all tlus time." 

"Do you suppose oiu message w'as heard?" Joan 
asked Cmt tensely. 

"There's no way of telling." he muttered. "We've 
no receiver. .All we can do is w'ait." 

The Phoenix rushed sileridy on and on tow'ard 
die Line. In toitming suspense. Captain Futiue 
peered haggardly out into the star-flecked void. 

The superhiuiian sdain mider wiucli he had been 
laboring for many days took its toll. FFe slept, lus 
head against die window. 

It was many horns later that he was awakened by 
Odio sliaking lus shoulder. 

"Cluef. come look at Simon!" begged die 
android fearfrilly. 

Ciut rubbed red-rimmed eyes dazedly. Tliat lus 
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exliausted shmiber had been long, he knew fiom a 
glance at die planets far ahead. They were brighter, 
nearer. 

Joan and die odiers were sleeping dniggedly. 
Cmt hastened widi (!)dio to die shelf on wliich 
rested die now lifeless cubical case of the Brain. 

He looked into the transparent cube. Its colorless 
seiimi liad now assimied a dark tinge. 

"Wliafs liappening. Cldef?" Grag asked 
anxiously. 

Cmf s answer was a diy wlusper. "The senmi, no 
longer repmified, is becoming toxic. Simon is 
d\ing. " 

"But Simon can't die! " biust out the gi'eat robot. 
"'WTiy, we've been together, he and Odio and 1. all 
my life ! Even before you were born! " 

Cmt Newton felt an icy, utter despair. He looked 
at them minibly. .And then came a hoarse cry' fiom 
Ezra Gmney. watclung at the window^ 

"Cap'll Eiitme. 1 saw' a rocket-dash in space 
ahead of us!" 

Cmt and the odiers feverisldy plunged to die 
window, and scanned die vaidt. But diere was 
notliing save the cold, mocldng eyes of die star s. 

"1 - 1 guess I'm gettin' delirious," faltered Ezra. 

"No !" Grag bellow'ed suddenly. "Look there!" 

The\' sdll could see notliing. But die robot's 
super-keen photoelecfiic eyes liad seen. .And 
presendy diey caught it. too. 

.A long, slim cruiser widi die famihar emblem of 
die Planet Patrol upon its bow's was dii\ing tow'ard 
them tlu'oiigh die void. 

By the time that cruiser came into magnetic 
contact with die Phoenix, and space-suited men 
from it entered their slip, Cmt Newton and the two 
Eutiu'emen were waiting in the airlock. 

The young A'enusian captain of the Patrol 
cruiser, when he took off Ids helmet, stared at Cmt 
and the odiers unbelievingly. 

"Captain Eiitme! It's really you and .Agent 
Randall and Marslial Gurney, too! But tell us. wiiat 
happened to die I'nican? We've been searcliing for 
w'eeks, and then we heard yom' faint call yesterday. " 

"No time to explain nowi" cried Curt. "The 
calciimi, man! Where is it!" 

The astonished A'eriusiari tlmist a heavy sack 
tow'ard liim. "1 brought tlis much along. We have 
as much more as you need in die cruiser." 

C URT raced back up to the bridge. His 
bands were shaking as he tore open die 


sack and placed a little of die precious calcium in 
die catalyst-cliamber of the atomic generator fiom 
the Brain's body. 

The copper fiiel was already in die meclianisni. 
They w'orked widi frantic speed, reassembling die 
apparatus back into the case of the Brain. They 
coidd hear it start hummirig at once, operating 
pimips and pmifiers. 

They w'aited for minutes that to Cmt seemed 
eternities. The dark tinge of the serum in the Brain's 
case slowiy faded away. But tliat was all. 

"We w'ere too late,"' Odio wliispered sfiickerdy. 
"Too late to revive Simon." 

Then the Brain spoke. Simon. Wright abhorred 
show of emotion. He woidd liave died radier than 
to have displayed Ids feelings now. 

He said metallically, "Well, wiiat ai'e you all 
staring at? The experiment was a success, wasn't 
iU" 

The Phoenix /anded on the spaceport of Tartarus 
City, on frigid Pluto, two days later. With it landed 
the Patrol cruiser that liad brought them salvation. 
Its officers came to take cliarge of tire mutineers 
and transport them out to the prison moon. 

liim Ivan and Ids men trooped out into die dully 
dusk and stood quietly wiule die Patrol guards 
gathered aromid them. 

"You w'on't hai'e any trouble with us, boys," die 
big Martian said tersely. "We've been so close to 
deadi that we're not going to find Interplanetary 
Prison such a badplace for a wiule." 

Cmi Newiori w'erit toward die tow'eiing Mailian. 
He held out lus liand quietly. "Kirn, will you sliake 
liands?" 

The big pirate's badered face giiruied at luiii as 
he extended lus fist. "I'm glad there's no hard 
feelings, Eutiue. We w'ent tluough quite a lot 
togedier." 

"We did," Curt nodded. " .And I've an idea w'e'll 
meet up again. " 

"Oh, Slue, wiieii you come out to Cerberus 
prison visiting," said die Martian rue fidly. 

"Pam, Morenios and the odier men wiio actually 
Idlled the Vulcan's officers ar'e dead, and tiiey did it 
against \'our orders," Curt said. ."That w'orit be held 
against you and yoiu chaps. .And there's such a 
tlurig as commutation of sentences for men wiio 
liave had enough of outlawiy and w'oiid like to 
blast a straight rocket-trail." 

liim Ivan's massive face darned. "Eutiue, me 
and iiiy boyrs w'on't mind Inteiplanetaiy Prison one 


"1 


THE FACE OF THE DEEP 


little bit, if we have tliat to hope for!" 

Cmt Newton grinned in hmr. "lin not promising 
aiwtliing, yon big rnffian. But I've an idea we'll 
meet np on die space-hails some day. " 

When die convicts were gone, Ciut tinned. Grag 
and Odio liad resinned dieir interminable arginnent. 
The Brain had gone with Ezr a Gimiey. 

But Joan w^as standing in the fiigid dusk, 
looking up at die dark vault of the heavens. She did 
not tiun when he reached her side. 

"Cmt, 1 was dniddng," she said sofdy. "Ifs 


wtiere he w'ould have w’anted to be biuied — in 
space." 

He did not need to ask of whom she spoke. 

He put Ins arm aroiuid her shoulders as he 
answered slowly. 

"Yes, Joan. .Any spaceman woidd want such 
binial, to have Ins ashes scattered out diere on the 
face ofdie deep." 

.And diey stood silent, gazing out into the vast 
vaidt of tliat shoreless sea in wlucli a world and a 
hero had perished. 
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No. 11 

THE PUZZLING CASE OF THE SPACE QUEEN 


An Interplanetary Pirate Impersonates Captain Future In 
Order to Commit Acts of Robbery on an Incredibly Vast Scale! 


O NE of the most astounding episodes in the ca- 
reer of the Futureinen began with the puzzling 
case of the Space Queen. 

The Space Queen, a big, fast liner in the outer planet 
trade, was on its way from Saturn to Earth when it hap- 
pened. The ship was twelve million miles inside the or- 
bit of Jupiter when its instruments warned that another 
craft was cutting across its course. 

The other ship soon came into view. And the offi- 
cers of the liner exclaimed in astonishment as they rec- 
ognized that small, teardrop-shaped craft. 

That ship was known to every rocketeer in the Sys- 
tem. 

"It's Captain Future's ship, the Comet\ And he's sig- 
naling us to slow down.” 

"Do so at once,” ordered the captain promptly. 

THE RADIUM CASES 

As the liner slackened speed, the smaller ship came 
almost close enough to touch it. Across the gulf be- 
tween the two craft came hurtling three figures, only 
two of whom wore space-suits. 

They entered the Space Queen through its airlock 
and were greeted by a somewhat anxious captain and 
officers. The three visitors were a tall red-haired young 
Earthman, a lithe, rubbery-looking man, and a huge 
metal robot. Everyone recognized the famous trio in- 
stantly. 

"What's up. Captain Future?” asked the liner captain 
worriedly. 

"You have a cargo of radium aboard?” asked the 
red-haired young Earthman crisply. 


The captain nodded. "Yes, ten million dollars' worth 
of the pure element.” 

A THIEVING PLOT 

"There's a plot afoot to steal it from, you,” the other 
told him rapidly. "It would involve the wrecking of 
your ship. I'm going to take that radium aboard the 
Comet. I'll deliver it later to Earth.” 

Any other man in the System would have been met 
by a burst of laughter had he made that suggestion. But 
confidence in the integrity of the Futuremen was uni- 
versal and absolute. The captain did not hesitate a mo- 
ment. 

"Very well. I'll help you transfer the radium cases. 
And thanks a lot for stepping in to help us. Captain Fu- 
ture!” 

The small lead cases were soon transferred to the lit- 
tle teardrop ship. With a final flash of its signals, it 
drove away into the void. Vastly relieved, the captain 
ordered the Space Queen to proceed to Earth. 

Upon arrival at Earth, the officer reported to his 
company officials what had happened. They took the 
same view of it as he had done. 

"We're lucky the Futuremen took a hand in the thing 
- otherwise we might have lost radium and ship, too! 
They'll probably bring the radium in before long.” 

A NEW METHOD OF PIRACY? 

A few days later, a space-freighter came into Mars 
with a tale of a siinilar experience. The Futuremen had 
halted it in space, and had taken from it a shipment of 
platinum whose safety Captain Future had declared to 
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be imperiled. In rapid succession half a dozen other 
ships reported that the Futuremen had taken similar 
valuable cargoes from them. 

The officials of the shipping companies and the Sys- 
tem Government speculated as to what was going on. It 
was believed that some big plot to rob interplanetary 
shipping by a cunning new method of piracy had been 
hatched, and that the Futuremen had intervened to baf- 
fle the plotters. 

"They can't get ahead of Captain Future,” remarked 
several officials, satisfied. "He got wind somehow of 
what was being planned, and is acting to prevent it. 
Look at the valuable cargoes he's saving.” 

But as days went by, a certain doubt began to arise. 
The Futuremen were still operating in a puzzling way, 
out among the planets. Curt Newton and his followers 
were relieving one ship after another of valuable ship- 
ments, but not one of those shipments of precious ores 
and metals had yet been delivered to their destinations. 

That was brought to the attention of the System 
President. 

"Oh, it's all right - Future will bring the stuff in 
when he has time,” he said. 

"Nobody doubts that, but the delay is embarrassing 
several companies,” pointed out his secretary. "Won't 
you call him about it?” 

The President acceded. He put through a televisor 
call-signal tuned to the secret wave which few people 
knew. He was calling the laboratory-home of the Fu- 
turemen, on Earth's Moon. 

A SHOCK FOR CAPTAIN FUTURE 

Captain Future answered. And Curt Newton listened 
with increasing bewilderment to what the President 
said. 

"I don't know what you're talking about!” Curt ex- 
claimed. "I never took any shipments off those ships. 
Grag and Otho and Simon and I have been right here on 
the Moon for weeks, working out a new invention.” 

"But that's impossible!” said the President. "Those 
ship officers all saw and talked with you, when they 
turned over the shipments to you.” 

In the televisor-screen. Curt's keen face showed 
alarm. 

"There's something wrong. I'm coining to Earth at 
once.” 

When Curt and the three Futuremen reached the of- 
fice of the president, the famous planeteer listened 
closely to the official's recital. 

Then he asked, "Call in any of those ship officers 
who are on Earth now.” 

The captain of the Space Queen was one of them. 

"You say you turned over that radium shipment to 
me?” Curt asked him sharply. "Are you quite sure it 
was me?” 

"Of course I'm sure,” replied the captain. "You were 


as close to me as you are now - you and your two pals 
there.” He pointed toward Grag and Otho. 

"Why, you're era Grag started to ejaculate, but 
Curt silenced him. He told the captain and other offi- 
cers, "That's all I wanted to know. Just a routine ac- 
knowledgement for the Government.” 

A CRIMINAL IMPERSONATOR 

Satisfied by that explanation, the ship officers with- 
drew. Captain Future looked steadily at the President. 

"It's clear now what is going on,” he declared. 
"Someone is impersonating me. Someone who is using 
my name, and the confidence of the System in me, to 
perpetrate robbery on a vast scale.” 

The President was dumbfounded. "But those ship- 
officers all swore it was you and your Futuremen they 
met! They saw Grag and Otho, as well as yourself And 
there isn't another robot in the System like Grag!” 

"I know that, and I can't understand it,” Curt admit- 
ted. "But it's certain that I've got a criminal double, and 
that he and other pirates are impersonating me and the 
Futuremen.” 

"Good Lord, he's still taking millions away from 
ships and isolated planetary towns by this trick!” ex- 
claimed the President, aghast. He reached for the televi- 
sor. "We'll broadcast warning to the whole System of 
what's going on.” 

"No, don't do that!” Curt intervened quickly. "It 
would throw all the companies into a panic. They'd 
storm your office, demanding that their shipments be 
recovered. The criminals behind this would know that 
we had already fathomed their plot. 

"Also,” Captain Future added grimly, "it would 
make things plenty hot for me. A lot of people wouldn't 
believe that we Futuremen could have doubles so per- 
fect as to deceive everyone. A lot of people would think 
that we had actually robbed all those ships of their car- 
goes.” 

"Holy sun-imps, I never thought of that!” Otho ex- 
claimed. "Say, our reputations are ruined forever unless 
we catch these doubles of ours!” 

"More than that, our usefulness in the System will 
be permanently impaired,” Curt warned. "Unless we 
capture and expose these plotters, there'll always be a 
lurking doubt as to our innocence.” 

THE FIRST FAINT CLUE 

Their problem was complicated by the time factor. 
Already, the shipping companies were murmuring com- 
plaints because the Futuremen had not yet delivered the 
valuable cargoes they had taken. Those murmurs would 
soon grow into open expressions of doubt. 

Curt Newton attacked the mystery with characteris- 
tic concentration. His first quest was to ascertain the 
identity of the criminal masquerading as himself 

"Only plastic surgery of the most advanced type 
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could make that criminal into such an exact double of 
myself,” he pointed out. "But even super-surgery has its 
limitations. It can't alter height, weight or certain skull- 
measurements. Therefore, the criminal selected to be 
my double would have to coincide with me in those 
measurements.” 

That gave the first faint clue. They went through the 
voluminous criminal records of the Planet Patrol, each 
card of which gave data concerning one of the System's 
criminals. They searched the Earthman section. 

The photo-electric scanning-machine, once it was 
set, went rapidly through the cards and threw out sever- 
al scores of them which gave the descriptions of crimi- 
nals who were of Captain Future's exact height. 

Another scanning of these cards threw out a few 
dozen criminal descriptions, corresponding to Curt in 
weight. Continuing this cross-check against other unal- 
terable factors of skull-measurement, the cards were fi- 
nally narrowed down to one. 

THE FATAL CARD 

"Garis Crain, Earthman, aged 26,” read Captain Fu- 
ture. "Black hair, brown eyes, scar on left cheek. Con- 
victed first for robbery of a Venusian kulga warehouse 

He read off the long list of crimes, ending with, 
escaped Syrtis Prison on Mars, June eleventh, two 
thousand - unapprehended.” 

"Ten to one, this Garis Crain is my double,” Curt 
said keenly. "Listen to this final notation, dated only a 
year ago.” 

He read, "'Crain believed to have been leader of pi- 
rate band which raided the mining town of Noomat. on 
southern Saturn, August fourteenth. Pirates were pur- 
sued to the Zone, but escaped.' ” 

"Well, how does all that help us?” Otho demanded 
skeptically. 

"It proves that Crain has been operating from within 
the Asteroid Zone,” Curt affirmed. "You know where 
his base would be there.” 

"Pirates' Planet, of course,” said the Brain. 

Captain Future nodded. "No doubt of it. That old 
thieves' asteroid is still a hangout for the mid-System 
outlaw bands.” He went on puzzledly, "But who could 
have made Crain into such an exact double of myself? 
Remember, it would take super-skill in plastic surgery. 
There aren't a hundred surgeons in the System who 
could use instruments well enough to do that, and who 
would know how to effect re-coloration of hair and 
eyes.” 

At once, they brought out the file cards on the sur- 
geons of the System and scanned it. 

"Crain may have kidnapped a surgeon for the pur- 
pose,” Curt was saying. "If one is missing 

CRIME'S BRAIN TRUST 

They soon discovered that the only surgeon of suffi- 


ciently high skill who was presently missing was one 
Thua Quar of Venusopolis. 

"Listen to this!” Curt read. ’"Thua Quar disappeared 
four years ago, after being sought by the Venus section 
of the police for having used his plastic surgical skill to 
give a new face to a criminal fugitive. Rumors of the 
System underworld name Thua Quar as one of the 
Four.'” 

"The Four?” repeated the President perplexedly. 
"Who are the Four?” 

Curt's eyes were gleaming. "They're a quartet we Fu- 
turemen have been after for a couple of years! They 
are, actually, a brain trust of crime. We believe they've 
been behind some of the biggest criminal coups in re- 
cent times. The vague information we've picked up is 
that they consist of four master scientists, an Earthman, 
a Venusian, a Martian and a Saturnian, who maintain a 
secret consulting service for criminals. 

"Any pirate or criminal who needs a special scientif- 
ic weapon for his purposes, goes to the Four. They usu- 
ally can furnish what is needed, and they take a big per- 
centage of the proceeds of the coup. They take none of 
the risks themselves, and so have never been caught. 
I'm sure that the Four are behind Crain's impersonation 
of myself.” 

"Say, you don't think the Four have their base some- 
where on Pirates' Planet?” Otho cried. "Maybe that's 
why we've never been able to find it.” 

"It looks as though their base might be there," Curt 
admitted. "But it's sure to be cunningly hidden. Our 
best chance of finding it is through Crain. Catch him 
and we'll have a real lead to the Four.” 

"But how the devil are we going to catch these dou- 
bles of ours?” Grag wanted to know. 

Captain Future grinned a little. "We're going to let 
them catch themselves, as we've done with lots of oth- 
ers. Listen, here's my idea . . ." 

ON THE TRAIL OF THE FOUR 

A few days later, a dumpy little freighter took off 
from New York spaceport. It was listed as the Witlings, 
bound for Jupiter with a small but valuable cargo of re- 
fined platinum and tantalum. 

The little old freighter plugged slowly out past the 
orbit of Mars. Actually, it was not a freighter at all. It 
was the swift little Comet, ingeniously disguised by a 
fake superstructure of light metal plates built around it 
to make it look bigger and dumpier. Its only crew were 
the Futuremen. 

They were not far beyond the orbit of Mars when 
what Curt Newton had hoped for happened. A small 
ship came racing up toward them from the right quarter. 
It was an exact replica of their own Comet and it 
flashed an urgent signal. 

"Captain Future, requesting you to stand by for us to 
come aboard!” came from the televisor, in a voice un- 
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cannily like Curt's own voice. 

"Okay, Captain Future!” Curt answered in a deep- 
ened voice. "We're standing by!” 

The fake Cnmet drove alongside the disguised real 
Comet. From the pretenders ship came three figures, 
two of them in space-suits. The third was a great robot 
exactly resembling Grag. 

Grag himself was speechless. 

"There isn't another intelligent metal man like me in 
the System!” he protested. "But that one loots like me!” 

"The nerve of those crooks!” Otho was raging. 
"Look, one of them is a dead ringer for me!” 

"Be ready now,” Captain Future ordered. "Here they 
come.” 

The three pretenders came into the airlock of the 
disguised Comet. And as soon as the three doubles 
were inside, the Futuremen grabbed them. 

FACING THEMSELVES 

It was as simple as that. The imposters hadn't a 
chance to fight, because they had not been expecting 
the necessity. They found themselves facing a brace of 
deadly proton-guns, and stood speechless. 

The Futuremen were speechless too, for the mo- 
ment. These three were uncannily exact replicas of Curt 
and Otho and Grag. For a dramatic moment, the real 
Futuremen and the impostors faced each other. And no 
outsider could have told which was which. 

Then Grag uttered a triumphant cry. 

"I knew there wasn't another robot like me in the 
System! Look, Chief!” 

And Grag advanced upon the pseudo-Grag and tore 
at his metal body. The fake Grag was revealed to be a 
huge, vicious-faced Jovian criminal disguised in a met- 
al space-suit made to resemble Grag's metal body. 

Captain Future spoke crisply to his own glaring dou- 
ble. 

"A neat trick you've been using, Crain. Yes, I know 
who you are - Garis Crain, pirate and criininal, wanted 
by the Patrol for a dozen offenses.” 

Crain's face, a face so amazingly like Curt's own, be- 
came desperate and hunted in expression. 

"It was the Four who made you into my double, 
wasn't It?” Curt pressed. "And their base is on Pirates' 
Planet somewhere, isn't it? Well, you're going to take us 
there. You know the secret pirate wave-code and you 
can navigate us safely through the swarms.” 

Crain assumed an attitude of sullen defiance. "I 
won't do it.” 

"Oh, yes, you will,” Curt said relentlessly. "Because 
if you don't, well be wrecked in the swarms. And you 
don't want to die. You'd a lot rather go to Interplanetary 
Prison, than die.” 

The Futuremen securely bound their prisoners. They 
disabled the fake Comet and left it drifting. They 
shucked away the disguise from the real Comet, and 


started into the Zone toward Pallas. 

Curt steered right toward the dangerous meteor- 
swarms around Pallas. And when disaster seemed im- 
minent what he had foreseen happened. Crain's nerve 
broke. The criminal hastily babbled the secret wave- 
code by means of which they could steer their way 
through the dangerous swarms. 

PIRATES' PLANET 

Thus the Comet came to Pirates' Planet. It descended 
toward the night side, and poised above the dark blot of 
Red Lake. Miles to the west, the lights of the pirate 
city, Freetown, threw a glow into the sky. 

"Now take us to the hidden base of the Four,” or- 
dered Curt. 

"Captain Future, 1 don't dare!” Crain cried. "You 
don't know what the Four are like. They're devils! It 
was they who thought up this whole imposture, and 
picked myself and two others to play it because we 
were the right height and so on. If you try to meddle 
with them, they'll kill you - and then kill me for bring- 
ing you here!” 

Curt again applied pressure. "Crain, unless you take 
us to the Four, do you know what I'll do? I'll drop you 
over there in Freetown. The pirates over there don't 
know about your impersonation of me. You'd not be 
fool enough to tell them or anyone. So when you drop 
in on them, they'll think you're really Captain Future. 
You know how those outlaws hate me. You can guess 
what they'll do to you, thinking that you're me!” 

Crain's ghastly face showed that he knew only too 
well what the bloodthirsty corsairs would do if they 
thought they had captured Captain Future. 

"All right,” he choked. "IH take you to the base of 
the Four. But you'll never come out of it alive.” 

He directed Curt to steer the Comet toward a rocky 
hill on the eastern shore of Red Lake. 

"The whole hill is hollowed out,” he explained. 
"The secret laboratories of the Four are inside of it.” 

"Good - well land right by it,” Curt declared. "The 
Four will think our ship is the fake Comet returning. 
And they'll think that Grag and Otho and I are Crain 
and the other doubles coming back from the trip!” 

The audacity of the plan was typical of Captain Fu- 
ture. And it held good chance of success. His hopes 
were high as he landed the Comet in the darkness be- 
side the rocky hill. 

Crain shakily gave them directions. But before leav- 
ing the ship. Curt rapidly prepared three heavy little 
metal chests which he and Grag and Otho took with 
them. Simon remained to guard the prisoners. 

"Why do we have to carry these things?” grumbled 
Grag. 

"We're supposed to be bringing back platinum and 
tantalum, aren't we?” Curt countered. "Besides, they 
may be useful in other ways.” 
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CRIMINALS' HIDE-OUT 

Otho was chuckling as they made their way toward a 
cunningly disguised opening in the side of the hollow 
hill. 

"The Four will get an awful shock when they find 
out the doubles are the real Futuremen.” 

They entered the cavernous opening in the hillside. 
A passage led through solid rock to a square rock 
chamber in which was a heavy door. 

Curt touched the electrobell beside the door in the 
signal he had extorted from Crain. His hand rested on 
his proton-pistol as they waited. 

"Be ready to jump them the minute we have all four 
together," he muttered to the others. 

At that moment, a trap-door opened beneath them. 
They plummeted down through a vertical shaft into a 
space beneath. Curt struck a stone floor with a stunning 
shock. . . . 

Curt woke to find himself tightly bound. Otho was 
bound also, sitting beside him, and Grag was secured 
by a heavy chain. 

They were in a big, brightly lit laboratory some- 
where inside the hollow hill. Four men faced them - a 
crafty looking, iron-haired Earthman, a suave young 
Venusian, an ancient, wrinkled-faced Martian, and a 
Saturnian dwarf with a freakishly huge head. 

"The Four!" he muttered. 

"Yes, we are the Four, Captain Future," coolly an- 
swered the crafty Earthman. "We have anticipated that 
sooner or later you would call upon us." 

He laughed at Curt's expression of surprise. "We 
knew of your reputation for resourcefulness and audaci- 
ty. We believed that sooner or later you might be able 
to locate our base here, and that if you did, you would 
attempt to enter by passing yourself off as your own 
doubles! So we took the precaution of inspecting Crain 
and the other doubles with X-Ray scanners, each time 
before we let them enter. The scanners would show 
whether the robot was really a robot, or a man in dis- 
guise." 

"Devils of space, so that's what gave us away!" 
hissed Otho. 

"It was not hard to disarm and bind you three while 
you lay stunned by your fall below," continued the 
Earthman. "I suppose you realize your helplessness. 
What did you do with Crain and the others?” 

Curt pretended to be crushed. "They're out in our 
ship.” he muttered. "I suppose you're going to murder 
us?" 

"After we have extracted as much valuable informa- 
tion as possible from you - certainly.” 

THE MYSTERIOUS CHESTS 

"Can't we make a bargain?” Curt asked desperately. 
"Those chests we brought really have a fortune in plat- 
inum in them. We wanted to carry out our whole 


scheme just as though we were really Crain and the oth- 
ers, so there wouldn't be any slip-ups. Won't you take 
the platinum and let us go?” 

The Earthman pondered. "Bring in the chests,” he 
ordered. 

The young Venusian member of the Four did so, one 
by one. Curt saw that there was suspicion on the face of 
the Earthman. 

"Before we open the chests, use the X-Ray scanner 
on them,” he directed. 

The dwarfed Saturnian brought the instrument and 
peered through it at the chests. 

"Nothing in the chests but bars of metal," he report- 
ed. 

"So you were telling the truth?” the leader of the 
Four remarked to Curt. "Your devotion to realism was, 
carried too far, my dear Captain Future. You lose not 
only the platinum, but your lives, also.” 

He bent and unlocked one of the chests, and raised 
its lid. Whoosh! A cloud of invisible gas that had been 
stored in the chest of bars at high pressure suddenly 
burst out of it. 

The Earthman fell in his tracks as the gas reached 
his nostrils. Almost in the same instant, the other three 
of the Four and also Captain Future and Otho lost con- 
sciousness as the potent gas expanded. 

INVISIBLE "SLEEP-GAS" 

Curt awoke, to find Grag bending over him. He 
scrambled to his feet. 

"The Four are safe?” 

"Sure, I've got 'em nicely trussed up,” Grag boomed. 
"Chief. I sure was surprised when that gas knocked ev- 
erybody out. Everybody but me, that is. It couldn't af- 
fect me, since I don't breathe.” 

"Yes, I figured on that.” Curt grinned. "You see, I 
hoped we'd be able to nab the Four without trouble. But 
I thought that it was better to have a card up our sleeve 
in case Crain had tricked us and given us a wrong elec- 
trobell signal that would betray us. So when I put some 
metal bars in those chests, I also pumped the chests full 
of the invisible Uranian 'sleep-gas,' " from that tank of it 
we carry for making 'sleep-bombs.' " 

"I knew that the gas would get Otho and me, as well 
as the Four, if it were ever released,” Curt added. "But 
it wouldn't affect you, and I counted on your being able 
to set things aright in the hour or so that we'd be uncon- 
scious.” 

"You didn't count in vain. Chief,” boasted Grag 
proudly. "Though it took me nearly the whole time to 
cut that chain away from around me, by starting one of 
their atomic blasters and using its flame.” 

"Anyone could have done that, if he happened to be 
a creature too dumb to breathe,” snapped Otho to the 
robot. "Come on and help me carry these four precious 
rascals out to the ship. They're going to keep Crain 
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company out in Interplanetary Prison.” 

Cerberus, a life sentence is being served by a man who 
is an uncanny double of Curt Newton. And his life is 
not easy there. Too many of his fellow prisoners persist 
in believing that he is the hated Captain Future! 

That is why, out in the great prison oi 

n Pluto's moon 
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Randy Lana, auparcargo 


ALI BABA. lUNfOR 
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Pirates of Mercury Find Themselves in a Pretty Pickle! 


??■ 




^ ANDY, look!” Thalia 
gasped. “It's turned ray 
' finger a lovely pink!” 

When the daughter of the governor 
of the Royal Venusian Warehouse 
spoke in that voice I was head over 
heels in love with her more than ever. 
But who was I, Randolph Lane, super- 
cargo on the space freighter Terrapin 
on the Earth-Venus run, to aspire to 
the lovely cornflower bloom of Venus? 

Nevertheless, I did. And she liked 


I saw then that the sweet pickle 
Thalia had been tasting had indeed 
turned her lovely pastel blue coloring 
to a delicate pink. Maybe I’d better 
explain that the people of Venus had 
an atom of some alkaline substance in 
each blood cell instead of the atom 
of iron found in that of Earthmen. 
This, scientists told us, made the 
Venusians an alkaline race of a deli- 
cate blue color. Otherwise, they were 
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similar to us. 

The Mercurians, a piratical people 
of Mercury, had an atom of mercury 
instead of iron, and they were a 
dark-blue-skinned race. A poisonous 
people, anyway, always raiding the 
spaceways for cinnabar, and taking 
delight in raiding the Venusian ware- 
houses for the cinnabar ore and liquid 
mercury we freighted there from 
Earth. 

The Venusians were crazy about the 
pink and bronzed Earthmen. They 
preferred our color to their own and 
spent fortunes in their beauty parlors 
trying to acquire it and having their 
hair tinted red. 

As I looked at Thalia’s pink finger a 
wonderful idea struck me. 

“You like that pickle?” I asked. 
“It doesn’t make you ill?” 

“Of course not, silly!” she ex- 
claimed. “And I love them!” 

I’m gifted with a long neck, any- 


CAPTAIN FUTURE 


w, and nobody can stick a neck out 
4S far as I can. 

“You’ve as good as got forty bar- 
rels of sweet gherkins in your private 
warehouse right now,” I promised. 
"Just as soon as the Terrapin makes 
another trip to Earth.” 

“Oh, Randy!” she murmured. 
“Would you do that for me? You 
must love me!” 

“More than anything in the Solar 
System. And I’ve an idea that if you 
eat enough pickles the vinegar will 
give your alkaline beauty that pink 
color you people are so crazy about.” 

Thalia flung her arms about my neck 
and kissed me. Things would likely 
have been arranged for the future 
right there if Litmae, her father, 
hadn’t come waddling into the cham- 
ber. 

“Here, here!” he gurgled in swift 
anger. “What’s all this behind my 
back? My daughter in love with the 
supercargo of an Earth freighter? 
Never! If you want to show your 
mettle, young man, you’ll do some- 
thing to stop these beastly Mercurian 
pirate raids.” 

“But, Father — ” began Thalia. 

“Silence!” roared Litmae, his pale 
blue face purpling. “As for you. Lane, 
get back to your ship.” 

I waved a mournful goodby to 
Thalia. She wriggled her pink fore- 
finger after me. 

I T WAS when I got back to the 
spaceport at Chicago that my 
difficulties began. I had promised 
Thalia forty barrels of pickles, and 
there wasn’t space in the cargo holds 
of the Terrapin for even one extra 
barrel. But I had to make good my 
promise. The upshot of it all was 
that, as supercargo, I did something 
for which I could have been fired. 

I deliberately left forty barrels of 
cinnabar in the warehouse and substi- 
tuted forty barrels of pickles, hiding 
the fact on my manifest sheets. The 
Terrapin took off for Venus with no- 
body else the wiser. 

We docked at the Royal Venusian 
Warehouse space wharf, and I busily 
saw to the unloading of my gift for 
Thalia. The pale-blue-skinned steve- 
dores had just rolled the last barrel 


into a storeroom when there was a 
rush of feet, wild shouting— and a 
band of dark-blue Mercurians came 
charging into the docking area. A 
raid of Mercurian pirates! After the 
Terrapin's cargo of cinnabar and mer- 
cury, of course. 

Ray guns spat, and several Venu- 
sians writhed down in death. 

“Stand as you are. Earthraan!” 
snarled the leader. “This is no loss 
to you.” 

I stood helpless while the Mercur- 
ians clumped into the storeroom on 
their gravity stilts, donned glare 
goggles and went to work opening the 
heads of the forty barrels. Mercury 
was life to them, and they were in 
a hurry to grab the mineral and get 
away before the Venusian guards 
could reorganize and counter-attack. 

I gripped the hilt of my electric knife 
in hesitation. I heard the sounds of 
tumult outside the stockade as the 
Venusians prepared to attack. 

Then I heard a horrible choking 
sound behind me. I whirled and 
stared in amazement. Blue-skinned 
Mercurians were reeling about and 
tearing at their throats. The store- 
room was full of fumes. Vinegar 
fumes from the opened pickle barrels. 

My guard turned to look. At that 
instant Litmae led his Venusian 
guards in at the charge. All was riot 
and confusion for a few minutes as we 
all got tangled in the fight and the 
overturned pickle barrels. It was soon 
over — because the Mercurians were 
mysteriously dying. 

To my astonishment all the pale 
blue Venusians were turning a pale 
pink. 

“Ha!” cried Litmae. clapoing me 
on the shoulder. “You’ve done a 
splendid job. Lane. You’ve overcome 
forty notorious Mercurian raiders and 
their leader I’ve been after for months. 
How did you do it?” 

Thalia came running in on flying 
feet, and sight of her gave me the 
answer. Just as Venusians reacted 
like litmus to the vinegar of the 
pickles, the Mercurians with mercury 
in their veins reacted to the acid in 
the vinegar. Vinegar was deadly poi- 
son to them. They had salivated 
themselves ! ( Continued on page U7) 


THE PIRATES' PLANET 

How the Peaceful Asteroid Pallas Became the Base of 
Vandalism When Powerful Outlaw Chiefs Hade It Their Own! 


A mong the thousands of little worlds 
that make up the g^eat asteroidal 
' belt between Mars and Jupiter, one 
planetoid deserves a particular notice. It 
is not large. But it has always been one of 
the moat historically glamorous bodies in 
the Solar System. 

Astronomers list it as the asteroid Pallas, 
and note that it has a thin atmosphere and 
hydrosphere. Biologists mention its un- 
usual plant and animal life, hs creeping 
jungles of rootless trees, its arachnid mon- 
sters and oddly-developed human natives. 
Celestial sailing directions refer to it as 
Body 416, and list the elements of its com- 
plicated orbit. 

A Lurid History 

But all the rest of the System knows the 
little world as Pirates’ Planet, For this 
lonely little sphere out there in the middle 
void has a lurid name in the annals of inter- 
planetary history. 

"Pirates’ Planet,” wrote a sober histo- 
rian, "is the epitome of an era in System 
history. Perhaps no spot in our universe 
ever saw so much raw violence, loot and 
crime, as did this famous asteroid." 

We may add to that judgment a quota- 
tion from the notorious corsair. Thorn 
Lane, whose name looms so large in the 
record of the place. 

“If Hades ever really existed,” com- 
mented that outlaw trenchantly, “it was at 
Pirates’ Planet when the corsair fleets were 
in." 

"A Green and Peaceful World" 

The Rest explorer to visit Pallas was the 
famous Jan Wenzi, who followed ^ the 
pioneering voyages of Johnson and Carew 
with his own immortal expedition to Pluto. 
Wenzi’s ship stopped at Pallas on his out- 
ward voyage. It seems ironical now that 
he noted it in his log as "a very green and 
peaceful little world.” 

Pallas was peaceful enough then, and for 
a score of years thereafter. During that 
time, the asteroid was thoroughly explored 
and mapped by several explorers. They 
discovered that Pallas, like many of the 
larger asteroids, was inhabited by a near- 
human native race. These Asteroidans, as 


the various peoples of the planetoids are 
usually called, were and still are a simple, 
primitive and somewhat child-minded race. 

First Explorers 

Those first explorers, of course, were as- 
tounded to find human inhabitants upon 
the asteroids as well as on the great plan- 
ets. It was a long time before planetary 
archaeologists solved that mystery, and dis- 
closed that ages ago our whole Solar Sys- 
tem was colonized by a human race from 
the distant star Deneb, whose remote de- 
scendants we all are. 

Because they did not suspect that, those 
first explorers of Pallas were dumbfounded 
by the amazing structure they discovered 
in the southern hemisphere of the asteroid, 
northeast of the Poison Lake. This struc- 
ture consisted of a massive, templelike 
building of black synthestone, surmounted 
by a curious mechanism made of hithe'J"' 
unfamiliar metal. The mechanism was • ti 
operated by an ingenious use of solar 
power, and had apparently been smoothly 
running for many ages. It seemed designed 
to point a great metal finger always to- 
ward the star Deneb. 

Bright Crimson River 

This Temple of Deneb, as the puzzled ex- 
plorers called it, is clear enough in purpose 
now. Undoubtedly the colonists who came 
to our System from Deneb long ago set up 
this curious device as a perpetual reminder 
of their native star. Their degenerate de- 
scendants, the natives of the asteroid, had 
long lost all idea of the meaning of the 
temple but still venerated it with a super- 
stitious reverence. 

The explorers' accounts described much 
of the creeping jungles of rootless trees; of 
the Red River, whose waters are bright 
crimson because of their sediment of bril- 
liant sands, and the Red Lake into which 
they empty; of the Poison Lake and the 
blasted region around it called the Poison 
Desert, in which live certain animals that 
have adapted themselves to the toxic en- 
vironment; of the so-called Ghost Hills in 
the north, made terrible by the Man Spi- 
ders, which were arachnid creatures of 
great size and ferocity whose unusual In- 
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.e and cunning earned them their 

.t, after the first interest in these ac- 
nts of exploration, Pailai was largely 
rgotten by the System peoples for some 
years. The planetoid was hard to reach, 
lying as it did at the center of a dangerous 
region of meteor swarms and smaller as- 
teroids. No settlement upon it was at- 
tempted, for it had no valuable mineral re- 
sources to tempt Earth prospectors and 

promoters. 

But the very isolation and inaccessibility 
of Pallas attracted another class — the 
space-pirates. Those were the wild early 
days of interplanetary travel. 

The Planet Patrol had not yet been or- 

f anieed, and ships carried valuable cargoes 
rom world to world without protection. 
It was inevitable that piracy should spring 
up, and that the location of Pallas would 
make it an ideal base for the corsairs. 

Infamous Outlaw Chiefs 

It is impossible in this space to tell of all 
the outlaws who at one time or another 
made Pirates’ Planet their headquarters. 
To do so would be to write a history of 
space-piracy. It must suffice to mention 
merely the most famous or infamous of the 
outlaw chiefs— the men who biased a red 
trail across the System and whose names 
were household words. 

John Haskin wak the first of those great 
corsair kings, He was a young Earthroan 
who had rocketed with Carew, but had been 
forced to flee to space because of a killing 
in a spaceport drinking place. Haskin, it 
was, who first established a base on Pallas, 
at the western end of Red Lake. Swiftly, 
he gathered malcontents, criminals and 
outlaws from every world of the System, 
ly •"'as able to put forth with no less than 
cruisers, to harry the commerce of 
the void. 

Haskin’s loot must have been incredible 
in value. And it has formed the basis for 
the most persistent and romantic treasure 
legends in the System. For Haskin was 
supposed to have hidden his hoard some- 
where on Pallas, and it was never found. 

The most popular story is that he hid it 
in the Caves of the Man-Spiders, in the 
northern hills. Indeed, it is averred that 
he had somehow made treaty with those 
cunning arachnid monsters, and that they 
allowed him to hide the treasure hoard 
there because they well knew that it would 
act as a magnet to draw endless treasure 
seekers into their claws. Certainly many 
dreamers have perished searching those 
dreadful caverns for Haskin's hoard. 

Haskin’s depredations lasted four years. 
They became so outrageous that they has- 
tened the organization of the Planet Pa- 
trol. And the Patrol’s squadrons finally 
cornered Haskin’s fleet near Mercury, and 
blasted the corsair ships to fragments in 
those sun-flooded reaches of space. 

Haskin's lieutenants quarreled over the 
leadership of those pirates still remaining 
on Pallas. It was not until six years later, 
however, that the pirate menace became 
again dangerous. The leader this time was 
the so-called “Butcher of Mars.’’ He was 


a Martian named — •nfl A* w®* 

the most bestial in ms cruelties of any cor- 
sair ever to rocket the void. Maasacre and 
torture of captured crews were his regular 
practise. 

The Most Dangerous Pirate 

The Planet Patrol never caught up to the 
Butcher. He was shot down by one of hie 
own men, during a raid on Neptune. The 
man who killed him succeeded to leader- 
ship of the corsairs. That man was Thorn 
Lane, perhaps the most dangerous pirate in 
history. 

Lane was dangerous because he was no 
ordinary pirate. He had been a captain in 
the Planet Patrol, but had been cashiered 
for a breach of discipline. He always af- 
firmed that he was innocent and that the 
charges against him were motivated by 
jealousy, and the evidence seems to give 
some color to that statement. Be that as 
it may. Thorn Lane in his bitterness took 
up the calling of pirate and became a 
dreaded leader. 

Lane organized his corsairs along lines 
of strict discipline. By that time. Free- 
town, as the pirates grandiloquently named 
their base on Pallas, had become a place 
of nightly carousal and murder. Lane in- 
stituted stern law there, and had his pirates 
functioning so efficiently that they were 
actually able to meet the Patrol on even 
terms. 

The Patrol finally gathered its forces to 
make a frontal attack on the pirate base. 
It proved disastrous to the attackers. The 
pirates could navigate the wilderness of 
meteor-swarms around Pallas, since they 
steered by the aid of coded beam signals 
emitted by projectors planted on certain of 
the swarms and smaller planetoids. The 
Patrol armada, unable to interpret the 
coded signals, got hopelessly enmeshed in 
the whirling swarms. 

Lane’s pirates attacked before the Patrol 
fleet could disentangle itself. The result 
was the one big defeat in the history of 
the Patrol. Its cruisers were driven out 
of the whole region, after suffering great 
losses. It was a complete victory for the 
pirates, and they wildly celebrated it that 
night in Freetown. 

And during their celebrations. Thorn 
Lane shot himself. Undoubtedly, his old 
loyalty to the Patrol had awakened him to 
a sense of guilt In what he had done, so 
strong that he expiated it with his life. 
After Lane, a succession of outlaw kings 
held power on Pallas. One of these, the 
notorious Rok Olor, Is interesting because 
he was one of the few who did not come to 
a violent end. Always more intelligent and 
humane than the majority of pirate cap- 
tains, Rok Olor foresaw the inevitable end 
and forsook his career, He disappeared 
and was not heard of for thirty years. 
Then, a very old man, he was discovered 
living quietly on Delmos under an assumed 
name. Because of the help he was able to 
give the System Government in the sensa- 
tional Case of the Seven Space-Stones, Rok 
Olor was given a pardon for his past mis- 
deeds and allowed to live his last few years 
in peace. 
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Another pirate of that period, »«* f 
the moat renowned in legend, waa the Fal- 
con. He waa never an organiaer and lea«r 
like John Haakin and Thorn Lane. He 
waa a lone wolf of apace, operating with a 
few picked men in a email armed cruiaer. 

He had no connection with the pirate 
horde at Freetown, but had Wa own aecret 
baae high in the northern hilla. From hia 
Eyrie, aa he called it. thia deadly young 
Earthman clipped out time 
aingle out aome especially valuable cargo 


[f Kara Gurney, then Captain Our- 


In the yeara after that, the incr. 
efficiency of the Patrol cut down the pi. 
menace. Freetown dwindled gradua. 
from Ite former infamoua aplendor, and we 
haunted only by a few leaaer birda 
Yet at one time, the aatoniahlng quartet of 
the “Four” threatened to bring back the 

^ But the story of the “Four”~four crim- 
inal acientiata from four different 
who set up their castle on the eastern e(Wa 
of Red Lake and made it a poisonous lab' 
oratory of crime-la too recent to »ie,d re. 
telling. It belongs to the saga of Captair 



ncv of the Patrol, conducted an epic search 
for the Falcon. They met, finally, in a 
cruiser action off Saturn that is ■uPPO»«d 
to have been almost the moat terrific space 

'^^What little is known of that terrific fight 
n which the Falcon finally met hia death. 


in which the Falcon nnaiiy 

was told by Gurney’e crew. Eara Gurney 


himaeirreluae^’to' talk'of it, and trana 
Sd from the Patrol to the planetary 
Police system, immediately afte^ard. Only 
a few people know that the Falcon was 
E*ra Gurney’s younger brother, 


Future. For it waa Curt Newton who fit 

ly crushed the Four. 

Pirates’ Planet is now but a shade 
semblance of its former sinister sell, in 
are still pirates in the System, but t 
have moved out to the wilder moons 
Saturn and Uranus, to the remoter In 
planetary wildernesses. 

Only ghosts haunt the ruined street! 
Freetown that once ran with blood 
gold, and the li«le asteroid is as peac> 
i when Jan Wensi first landed there I 


ago. 


A tiny pisca of matal tailed Into tha bruta’t throat, and tha animal iprano Into the air 

THE TREASURE 

By WILLIAM MORRISON 


Tomas Battles the Cruelty of Han and Nature in a Harsh 
World of the Future to Win Freedom for His People ! 


T omas was conscious of danger 
all about him, of danger so close 
that he could almost sniff it. 
Somewhere in the forest ahead, Jarvis 
was lurking, and between him and 
Jarvis, the struggle could have only 
one end — death. So Tomas walked 


cautiously, keeping a wary eye on 
each tree and bush, ready for instant 
action should Jarvis show a trace of 
himself. 

And yet, when the threat of death 
actually materialized, he was not 
ready. At the moment that Jarvis 
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drew back his arm to whirl the deadly 
spin-weapon, thp great bird had ap- 
peared overhead and by its noise had 
so startled Tomas, that he forgot the 
danger. It was not until the weapon 
came whirling toward his head that 
he recalled it. 

He ducked belatedly, but it was not 
the quick motion that saved his life. 
It was the fact that Jarvis, too, had 
been affected by sight of the bird, and 
had allowed his aim to be deflected 
by a matter of inches. 

Tomas wasted no more time in star- 
ing at the bird or at the men inside 
it. A quick leap took him to the 
spot where the spin-weapon had 
crashed into the ground ; and then, 
with the heavy piece of metal in his 
hand, he was racing through the for- 
est with all the speed of his long, wiry 
legs. A second spin-weapon came 
hurtling after him, but he was already 
beyond range. He could hear Jarvis, 
in black disappointment, yelling after 
him. 

“Stand up and fight, you coward I” 

If it had been a question of Jarvis 
alone, Tomas might have complied. 
But Jarvis, he knew, had hangers-on 
whom he had persuaded to take his 
part; and these might very well be 
nearby in the forest. Tomas was not 
minded at the moment to risk his life 
against odds. Not, at least, until he 
had seen Wanna, who would soon be 
waiting for him. 

He slowed to a long, steady trot. 
Overhead, the bird had dwindled in 
the sky until it was only a black spot, 
and only a faint buzzing sound came 
from It. Then, even that died away 
as the black spot disappeared. 

Never had Tomas or those he knew 
seen this bird until the past week. 
Now, within a few days, they had seen 
it three times. He wondered uneasily 
what its intentions might be, and then 
dismissed it from his mind. He was 
approaching the sun-dwelling which 
old Larkin inhabited in solitary 
splendor. Tomas had something to 
tell Larkin. 

T he sun-dwelling was a wonder- 
ful building of many glowing col- 
ors that caught the eye even at a great 
distance. It was dome-shaped, and 


Tomas estimated that it was all 
fifty paces across. He wasn’t quit, 
sure because he had never been inside 
to measure it. Nevertheless, it was a 
huge place for a single man to inhabit. 

But then, of course, Larkin did not 
really inhabit it alone. He had the 
Treasure with him, and that required 
a vast space. 

As Tomas came closer, the sun- 
dwelling lost some of its color, and 
became a soft gray dome of a smooth 
material that was said to be warm to 
the touch. This rumor Tomas be- 
lieved because he had once touched 
it. He did not begin to believe some 
of the other stories people told. It 
was even said, that although it was 
impossible to see into the sun-dwell- 
ing from outside, any one within 
could see out with no trouble at all. 

His disbelief, however, received a 
severe shock when he came within a 
few feet of the entrance. For Lar- 
kin, a white-bearded old man, ap- 
peared unexpectedly at the entrance, 
as though he had been watching 
Tomas’ approach. 

“Stay away!” he cried vigorously. 
“I mean you no harm, Larkin," re- 
plied Tomas. “I came to warn you.” 

‘T need no warnings!” The old 
man seemed furious. “I am annoyed 
continually by those who wish to steal 
the Treasure. And I do not believe 
you mean no harm.” 

Personally. Tomas had no faith in 
the existence of a Treasure at all. 
The old man was crazy, and simply 
imagined that it was there. At the 
aamo time, he felt unsure of himself, 
and if it were there, he would have 
liked to see it. 

Possibly Larkin was aware of this 
contradiction in his thoughts. “Go 
away,” he ordered, “before I blast you 
as I have done the others. And do 
not try to use the spin-weapon you 
hold in your hand.” 

“I have no intention of killing you, 
Larkin. But I do not fear that you 
will blast me.” 

The old man smiled grimly. His 
brain was addled, thought Tomas, but 
he did not suffer the foolishness of 
age. 

“It is ten years since I blasted the 
last man who attempted to rob me. 
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was there, and then he was 

^^^There were many who saw it, 
^0 they have stayed away ever since, 
^sk them if I have the power to de- 
stroy or not.” 

“Their words are worth nothing. 
They are old men like yourself, maybe 
older.” 

“There you are wrong. They are 
old, but not as old as I. They were 
born long after the Yellow Dust. I 
was a child when it descended upon 
us, and the world was full of people 
in numbers you can not even imagine. 
Most of them died, but I lived. I am 
over a hundred now, and still strong 
because the scientists of those days 
fed me with vitamins you have not 
even heard of. I remember . . .” 

He talked on, with the garrulous- 
ness of the aged. Tomas understood 
very little of what Larkin said, and 
the little he could make out, he knew 
was nonsense. Larkin claimed, for 
example, that no one in these days 
knew how to use the spin-weapons 
properly. In his youth, men could 
kill with them at a distance of a hun- 
dred and fifty paces. Now, it was all 
they could do to kill at twenty. 

“Jarvis can kill at twenty-five,” said 
Tomas thoughtfully, “when he finds 
a victim less alert than I am. Tell 
me, were men giants in those days, to 
kill at one hundred and fifty paces? 
Or did they have more skill than we 
have now?” 

“They had skill, a special kind of 
skill. They did not throw the weap- 
ons. They used them differently, sim- 
ply pointing, and pulling a trigger. 
And it will do you no good to ask in 
what manner the weapons killed. 
Even though I were to tell you of 
bullets, you would still be unable to 
make them.” 

Tomas shrugged. 

“You think I am cra2y. You are 
fools, all of you. A good stone, care- 
fully chosen, would make a better 
missile than the best spin-weapon. 
But you are so hide-bound by tradi- 
tion that you prefer to stake your 
lives on the spin-weapon and die, 
rather than use a handful of stones 
and live. Moreover, if any of you 
had brains, you would reinvent the 
bow and arrow.” 


W HAT Larkin said now seemed 
to make more sense, but it was 
complicated, and Tomas dismissed it. 
After all, it was evident from their 
very nature that spin-weapons were 
meant to be thrown. They were 
smooth, and could be grasped firmly 
by the barrel for a good, spinning 
throw. There really was no use wast- 
ing words over the obvious. 

"You might as well deny,” said 
Tomas, “that knives and forks were 
made for us to eat with, and for no 
other purpose.” 

“That’s another of your crazy cus- 
toms.” Larkin snorted in disgust. 
“None of you so much as lift an ap- 
ple to your mouths without using a 
knife and fork on it. ‘It’s the only 
way,’ you insist. Without them you’d 
starve. There’s an old saying that 
fingers were invented before knives 
and forks, but none of you have heard 
it. And incidentally, knives were in- 
vented for other purposes. These old- 
fashioned ideas of decency — ” 

Tomas was growing impatient. 
“Before I go, Larkin," he broke in, 
“I must tell you my warning. Jarvis 
means to kill you and steal your 
Treasure.” 

“I will blast him.” 

“Jarvis will not come alone. He 
has persuaded some men to follow 
him, but they are uncertain in their 
minds as to whether they have done 
wisely, and Jarvis intends to convince 
them. As master of your Treasure, 
he feels that he will be able to buy 
their allegiance.” 

“He is a fool, too. Why does be 
want to control a pack of idiots?” 

“He needs them to help in killing 
me. That,” said Tomas frankly, “is 
why I am warning you. We both want 
the same girl — ” 

“You risk death over a girl?” de- 
manded old Larkin. “You both de- 
serve it for your stupidity. Go, and 
bother me no more.” 

“Be warned. Jarvis is in earnest.” 
“Be off. I need no warnings.” 

In his mind Tomas cursed the old 
man for his stubbornness, and then 
was on his way again. For a few sec- 
onds Larkin stared after him with 
suspicious eyes before popping back 
into his huge lonely sun-dwelling. 
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Toraas trotted on thoughtfully. 
Wanna was probably waiting for him 
by now. He stepped up his pace 
slightly, to make up for the time he 
had lost talking to old Larkin. 

He skirted the city of ruins that 
lay on the river bank, fearing the 
wild cows that made their homes in 
the brick dwellings, and fed on the 
grass that grew in the streets. Then 
he entered another forest, a forest of 
tall, leafy trees whose heavy branches 
almost shut out the sun. It was here, 
beneath the ancient stump of a giant 
tree that he was to meet Wanna. 

A S HE approached the meeting 
place, Tomas heard the ominous 
sound of dogs barking. Fear for 
Wanna’s safety suddenly gripped 
him, and he began to run with all his 
speed. Another moment, and he had 
reached the clearing where the giant 
stump was located. 

Wanna was standing on top of it, 
about six feet off the ground. About 
her were ranged eight huge dogs, 
their shoulders almost on a level with 
the top of the stump, their heads so 
heavy that the animals, as if oppressed 
by the weight, usually held them 
close to the ground. Now the heads 
were raised, the ferocious teeth show- 
ing as the beasts sprang forward at 
the girl. 

Wanna was frightened, Tomas 
could see that. But she was fighting 
back bravely. She whirled from one 
side to another, swinging at the 
snarling animals with the heavy iron 
bar that Tomas had once given her 
for protection. Off to one side, Tomas 
saw a dog with a badly crushed skull 
dragging himself away before the rest 
of the pack should turn on him and 
finish him off. 

The dogs saw Tomas coming before 
Wanna did, and drew away from the 
stump to growl at him. They were 
the most horrible brutes Tomas had 
ever seen. Their bodies thick and 
powerful. They had long snouts, 
heavy jaws, and tusks that projected 
up almost past their eyes. They were 
supposed to be the descendants of 
ancient beasts that had been tame in 
the days before the Yellow Dust, un- 
til both their size and their ferocity 


had been magnified by those same 
scientists of whom Larkin spoke. 

They began to move toward him. 

Tomas, his hand fumbling at a 
pouch hanging from his belt, waited 
until the nearest dog was half a dozen 
paces away. Then his arm drew back 
and whipped forward. A tiny piece 
of metal sailed into the brute’s throat, 
and the animal sprang into the air 
and collapsed, clawing at the ground. 
Tomas threw another of the metal ob- 
jects before turning and starting to 
run. 

The six remaining dogs were soon 
strung out in a long line behind him. 
They could not catch him in a short 
run, but if no help came to him, they 
knew from previous experience that 
they could run him down. 

Tomas, however, had no fear. He 
sprinted slightly forward, then turned 
around, and killed two more dogs be- 
fore starting to run again. A few 
minutes later he killed another pair. 

The remaining two came to a halt, 
fear clouding their eyes. Tomas 
turned and came at them, and now 
they ran from him. 

He retraced his steps to the bodies 
of the dead dogs. Projecting from 
the side of each dog’s throat was a 
sharp sliver of steel. Inside, the steel 
had uncoiled and constricted the 
dog’s windpipe, cutting off its breath. 
Tomas grasped the sliver firmly and 
pulled the spring through the animal’s 
flesh. Then he cleaned the blood off 
in the ground, and coiled the spring 
slowly, fitting the end into the notch 
prepared for that purpose. Now the 
spring was ready to throw again. 

He was careful to secure each piece 
of steel. The tiny weapons were valu- 
able, for they had been made long be- 
fore by Tomas’ grandfather’s grand- 
father, as a special protection against 
these very animals. The secret of 
making them had long been lost, just 
as man had forgotten how to fashion 
new spin-weapons. 

W ANNA was expecting him, 
knowing that he would soon 
dispose of the dogs. Tomas greeted 
her according to the traditional rites 
that had been preserved by the women 
of the tribe, touching her lips briefly 
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with his own befor« he spoke to her. 

“Jarvis has already tried to kill 
me,” he informed her. 

“He will try again.” 

Tomas nodded. “Sooner or later he 
will succeed,” he remarked calmly, 
"unless I can find him when I am sure 
he is alone. With the spin-weapons, 
he can kill at a greater distant than 1 
can. None the less, in hand-to-hand 
combat, I would master him, if only 
he had none of his gang within shout- 
ing distance.” 

“Perhaps you, too, could get others 
to help you in your fight.” 

“I? How?” 

“If you were to ask Larkin for some 
of his Treasure — ” 

Tomas shook his head. 

“He would not give it, for he is a 
miser, and the Treasure is his life. 
It can be gotten in only one way.” 

“Jarvis’ way?” 

“Yes, and that is not for me. It is 
wrong to kill except over a woman. 
Then it is an honor slaying, and worth 
boasting of. But Larkin I will not 
touch, whether or not it is true that 
he has the power to blast.” 

“Then you will surely die at Jar- 
vis’ hands,” Wanna said angrily. 

Tomas scowled. He appeared to be 
waging a battle against superior 
forces, and he could see no way out. 

“Do you think that you could per- 
haps steal from Larkin?” Wanna sug- 
gested. “Even a two-center would 
enable you to buy the allegiance of a 
man.” 

T IOMAS thought of the possi- 
bility of burglarizing Larkin’s 
hoard. 

“There is but one entrance to Lar- 
kin’s sun-dwelling, and he guards that 
jealously,” Tomas said with regret. 
“No, Wanna, it is not possible. Per- 
haps I might get a two-center some 
other way.” 

“There is no other way. In his 
youth Larkin gathered up almost 
every bit of treasure for miles around. 
He has them by the thousands — two- 
centers, three-centers, perhaps others. 
My mother told me of them, although 
I have never seen them myself. You 
must admit that it is wrong, Tomas, 
for one man to have so much wealth 


and make no use of it.” 

“There is nothing I can do about it.” 

“If you were a man, Tomas, you 
would find something to do, instead 
of talking calmly of your death. Per- 
haps you do not think that I am worth 
fighting for?” 

Tomas damned the skill which 
women had for putting a man in the 
wrong. Wanna was indignant not at 
Jarvis, who was going to kill Tomas, 
but at Tomas, because he was going to 
be killed. It was probable that she 
would even expect an apology from 
his corpse. 

She was walking away from him, 
her nose in the air, and Tomas knew 
better than to hasten after her. She 
would interpret that as a sign of weak- 
ness. He watched her go, and squatted 
down on the ground, trying to think 
of some way out. 

But his thoughts had hardly time 
to ^et started. For suddenly a loud 
shriek came to his ears, and he looked 
up to see Wanna in the grip of two 
men, 

Jarvis’ gang! Tomas’ face grew 
white with anger, and he leaped for- 
ward. He stopped just in time. His 
sharp eye had caught the shadowy 
figure of a third man, who had been 
lurking behind a bush with a spin- 
weapon in his hand, waiting for 
Tomas to come within range, 

Wanna’s shrieks grew fainter as the 
two men dragged her away. Tomas, 
edging up on the one who had been 
left as a rear guard, tried not to let 
her cries disturb him. He could not 
get to her until he had killed this man 
who was blocking his path. That, he 
decided, would not take long. 

He had two spin-weapons on him, 
one he had owned previously and the 
one thrown at him by Jarvis. At a 
distance of almost twenty-five paces, 
he threw Jarvis’ weapon, which was 
balanced a little differently from his 
own. He missed, and ducked a re- 
turn throw from the man behind the 
bush. He rushed in and threw again. 

The weapon sailed an inch past the 
man’s face. And the man still had 
one more weapon of his own. He 
came out from behind the bush now, 
grinning to see Tomas helpless. 
Tomas might have saved himself by 
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flight, but that would have been to 
leave Wanna to her fate. Tomas did 
not even think of safety. 

P OSSIBLY old Larkin's words 
had been fermenting in his brain 
ever since their conversation to- 
gether. Almost without realizing 
what he was doing, Tomas dropped to 
the ground, picked up a stone, and 
threw it. 

It hit the man on the forehead. He 
had time for one single cry of pain 
and surprise before he fell to the 
ground, bleeding. Then Tomas was 
upon him, choking the life out of him. 

When Tomas stood up again, 
Wanna was out of sight and out of 
hearing, but Tomas was sure that he 
would And her again. And he was 
convinced now that he would kill 
Jarvis. 

It was true that the stones, as indi- 
vidual weapons, were not as effective 
as the spin-weapons. They did not 
have the convenient grip, the balance 
to which he was accustomed. Each 
was of a different size and shape, and 
would fl^ through the air differently. 
In addition, Tomas almost felt a sense 
of indecency at using them, as if he 
were to eat with his Angers instead 
of with a knife and fork. 

But they had great advantages. 
Their number was unlimited. That 
was the important point. He would 
not be trusting his life to the one or 
two spin-weapons he could carry. 

Tomas hid the weapons the dead 
man had owned in a place where he 
could later And them again. He 
wanted to take along only the two he 
had already possessed. Then he Ailed 
the pouch at his belt with stones, as 
nearly of the same size as he could get 
them, and started ,out after Wanna 
again. 

When he reached the neighborhood 
of old Larkin’s sun-dwelling, he found 
a crowd of people, standing around at 
a distance of some seventy-Ave paces 
from the entrance. At the entrance 
itself was old Larkin, holding a cur- 
ious tube about a pace long. 

Thirty paces from old Larkin stood 
Jarvis. Near him were half a dozen 
members of his gang. Wanna, tied 
hand and foot like a pig ready for 


slaughtering, has been thrown on the 
ground and temporarily neglected. 

Larkin’s face was grim as he brand- 
ished the tube in the air. 

“I am warning you, Jarvis,” he 
cried, “that you will never live to en- 
joy my Treasure. Whatever happens 
to the others, be sure that you at least 
will be blasted out of existence.” 

“You would blast me now if you 
had the power, you old fool,” Jarvis 
grinned. “But you can not. You are 
a fraud.” 

“Come within range, and I will show 
you whether I am a fraud. Step up a 
few paces, Jarvis.” 

Jarvis whispered several words to 
his men, and they separated, ringing 
Larkin' around in a semi-circle, so 
that he could not keep his eyes on all 
of them at once. But they remained 
out of range. 

Tomas spoke indignantly to one of 
the numerous bystanders, a man he 
did -lot know. 

“This is murder, not an honor slay- 
ing. Jarvis has no right to old Lar- 
kin’s Treasure!” 

“And who is to stop him from tak- 
ing it?” 

“We — all of us!” 

“Why should any of us die for old 
Larking’ asked the man reasonably. 
“He has never done anything for us. 
He sits with his hoard, running the 
two-centers and three-centers through 
his Angers, but never parting with 
them. Jarvis has promised us that If 
we do not interfere, we shall each re- 
ceive part of the Treasure, enough to 
make us wealthy for life. Personally, 
I shall be glad to see the end of the 
old miser.” 

J ARVIS’ men, at a signal from 
their leader, were making a sud- 
den dash for Larkin. The old hermit 
whirled, and pointed the long tube at 
one of them. The man disappeared. 

Tomas saw it with his own eyes. 
One moment the man was there, and 
the next he was no longer in exist- 
ence. Only a thin mist marked the 
spot where he had stood! There was 
a gasp of horror from the crowd, and 
then a shout of revenge, as Jarvis and 
those of his men that remained hurled 
their weapons. 
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But most of them had been un- 
nerved by seeing what had happened 
to their companion. Their weapons 
clattered dully against the sun- 
dwelling, only that of Jarvis himself 
catching the old man on the side of 
the head and laying open the scalp. 
Larkin staggered, but did not fall. He 
aimed the tube again, and the men 
turned and ran for their lives, but 
not before one of them had been 
caught and blasted. 

The grim silence that followed was 
broken only by Larkin’s shouts of 
triumph. 

“So I am a fraud, am I? Come 
closer, Jarvis, and learn what has hap- 
pened to your men! Enjoy the Treas- 
ure I have saved for you!” 

The old man’s white hair was now 
stained with red, and he tottered as he 
spoke, but Jarvis did not accept the 
invitation. 

“You are less a fraud than I had 
thought, Larkin, but still we shall win 
in the end. I am giving you one more 
chance. Leave the sun-dwelling and 
the Treasure to us, and go where you 
please. We shall not harm you.” 

Larkin brandished the deadly tube. 
“No, not so long as I have this.” 

"We are not such fools as to come 
within range again. We shall simply 
stay here and wait for you to die.” 
Jarvis snarled, “You are wounded, 
Larkin, and perhaps soon you will fall 
to the ground and sleep. Already your 
feet are unsteady. Or you will need 
food. We shall not let you go out to 
seek it. We can run faster than you, 
and if you leave the entrance to your 
dwelling we shall surround you and 
kill you from the rear.” 

“I have food in here.” Larkin 
leaned unsteadily against the side of 
the sun-dwelling. 

“It will not remain fresh, and you 
will be forced to seek more. No, Lar- 
kin, you will do better to accept our 
offer.” 

Watching the old man, Tomas 
realized that he could not remain con- 
scious much longer. And the moment 
he collapsed, Jarvis would be in for 
the kill. Jarvis would have the Treas- 
ure, and he would have Wanna, as 
well. 

Tomas sprang forward. Because 


their attention was centered on old 
Larkin, he was able to get within 
twenty paces of Jarvis’ men before 
they realized his presence. His first 
spin-weapon caught one of them on 
the back of the skull and crushed it, 
his second landed behind a man’s ear 
and knocked him down. Then, as the 
others turned in alarm, he drew back. 

Jarvis glared at him. “You have no 
more weapons, Tomas. Be prepared 
to die.” 

Tomas’ hand dropped to the pouch 
at his belt, and a stone flew toward 
Jarvis’ face. Jarvis, startled, had 
barely time to duck. The next stone 
caught him in the stomach, and he 
yelled in pain. 

But the stones, although they had 
a greater range, were lighter than the 
spin-weapons, and did not do as much 
damage. Jarvis and his men drew 
back hastily as Tomas advanced, away 
from the sun-dwelling. 

Tomas, exultantly following, for- 
got himself. Stone after stone flew 
from his eager fingers. The two men 
who still remained with Jarvis had 
by now given up all hope of securing 
the Treasure. One of them suddenly 
turned and took to his heels, and the 
other followed. Jarvis alone was left. 

Tomas’ hand, dropping to his 
pouch, encountered only emptiness. 
A blank look overspread his face. 
Jarvis perceived it, and approached, 
raising his own spin-weapon for the 
fatal throw. Tomas turned and raced 
for the sun-dwelling. 

Larkin had finally collapsed, and 
was lying across the entrance to the 
sun-dwelling, the tube on the ground 
a few inches from his head. Tomas 
threw himself upon the tube, twisted 
around like a cat, and pointed it at 
Jarvis. He squeezed, and something 
at the end seemed to yield. 

Jarvis’ spin-weapon, already flying 
in the air toward him, vanished. Jar- 
vis, the expression of triumph still 
on his face, brought up short, and 
there was no time for it to change be- 
fore he too had gone to follow his 
weapon. 

Tomas gulped in wonder at what 
he had done and, still clutching 
the tube, ran toward Wanna. When 
(Turn to page 116) 
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he had cut the thongs that bound her, 
he moved toward the sun-dwelling. 
Wanna was close at his heels, and be- 
hind them, impelled by an irresistible 
curiosity, came the crowd of bystand- 
ers. What had been said of the sun- 
dwelling was true. Although it was 
impossible to see in through the walls, 
there was no trouble in seeing out. 
But it was not this wonder that held 
Tomas and Wanna spellbound. It was 
the greater wonder that now spread 
before them. 

Behind him Tomas could hear the 
gasps of astonishment from the crowd 
now pressing into the sun-dwelling. 
The whole building was filled with 
Treasure. Glowing in the sunlight 
that poured through the walls were 
heap upon heap of two-centers and 
three-centers. There was enough so 
that all the men. and the women and 
children in Tomas’ tribe, and in the 
tribes nearby, could be wealthy be- 
yond their dreams for the remainder 
of their lives. And old Larkin, with 
no earthly use for it, had jealously 
kept it to himself. 

The excitement of the crowd was 
growing beyond bounds. One man 
rushed ahead and clutched an armful 
of two-centers to his breast. A half 
dozen others raced forward, their 
eyes gleaming with the lust for 
wealth. 

Tomas frowned. He did not like 
this mad scramble. As he watched, he 
became aware of a faint sweet odor, 
not unpleasant, and yet somehow dis- 
turbing. He knew that Wanna per- 
ceived it too, for he could see her 
sniff uncertainly. 

Men and women began to collapse 
about him. Wanna fell to the ground, 
a look of astonishment on her face. 
Tomas, reeling uncertainly, was aware 
of a buszing sound in his ears, as if 
the great bird he had seen earlier in 
the day were returning. Then the 
blackness overcame his mind, and he 
was aware of no more. . . . 

T he masked men who approached 
the sun-dwelling looked about 
them curiously. The tallest of the 
group asked: 

“Think we got them all?” 

The captain nodded. 


m page 114) 

“I don’t believe they knew what 
was hitting them. Of course, the an- 
aesthetic has an odor that’s faintly 
disturbing, but it won’t mean much to 
them.” 

They stopped to stare down at the 
men v^om Tomas had killed. 

“No doubt about their being sav- 
ages,” commented the tall man. 

“Oh, we’ll change all that.” returned 
the psychologist of the group. “Their 
minds are fundamentally as good as 
ours. All they need is the proper 
training.” 

“The remarkable thing, said the 
leader, “is not that they’ve become 
savages, but that they've managed to 
survive at all. When our ancestors 
finally escaped to the safety of Gala- 
pagos, they were convinced that both 
North and South America were com- 
pletely uninhabitable. 

“They couldn’t see how any living 
thing, any living vertebrate at the 
least, could survive the Yellow Dust 
that confounded comet sent out at us. 
But evidently there were small oases 
in the vast deserts. And these people 
have had the grit and the ability to 
hang on to life.” 

“■That shouldn’t have been hard. 
The tall man grunted. “The human 
race was pretty far advanced by then. 
There had been a start in the develop- 
ment of space-travel. Atomic power 
was a reality. There were even atomic 
weapons that could blast matter out 
of existence. And take a look at this 
building. Unidirectionally trans- 
parent plastic or I’ll eat my hat. And 
probably in as good condition as the 
day it was poured.” 

“You don’t give them half enough 
credit, Lanning,” the historian of the 
party insisted. “The race knew a lot 
in those days, but knowledge dies 
rapidly when the society that gave It 
birth disappears. They probably had 
to start from scratch, learning to ad- 
just themselves to the new conditions. 
The customs and traditions they in- 
herited from civilization were prob- 
ably more of a handicap than a bene- 
fit.” 

They entered the sun-dwelling and 
stared. 

“I’ll be blasted!” Lanning ex- 
claimed. “Now, what’s the purpose of 


all that? Am I seeing right?" 

The psychologist peered through 
his lenses. 

“Probably a curious tribal custom.” 

“I’ll say it’s curious!” The captain 
laughed. “All those bottles! Milk 
bottles of the ancient days, aren’t 
they?’’ 

“Most of them are. Some of them 
have Pepsi-Cola written on them. 
What’s that?” 

"That was a popular beverage dur- 
ing that time, wasn’t it?” said the his- 
torian. 

“What could they want the empty 
bottles for?” demanded Lanning. 

“Who knows?” The psychologist 
shrugged. “Probably thought they 
valuable and undoubtedly mur- 
dered each other for them.” 

“What a job we’ve got,” sighed Lan- 


nmg.^^ “Having to civilize people like 
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UNDER OBSERVATION 

(Continued from page J3) 

Just drop the old Sarge a letter oa the 
Bide, pee>]ot. And happy landings with the 
good old USMC. 

SENERAL SUGGESTIONS 

By Rodney Palmer 

Not rainy kl«Ka this laaue. except for one gen- 
eral kick. The lea»1 novel, "Planeta In Peril,” 
was not exactly up to par with past aucceaae’a. 
Mam trouble, I gueea. la the eame thing I've 
been bawling about for quite a while. Anri 
that'8; Try to avoid lengthening out an unln- 
lutely monotonoua. Now, I am 'not^'ln’ipTyiAg 
that this la always recurrent In Mr. Hamilton’s 
novela. On the contrary, tortumitely. these In- 
stances ere very rare, but they do occur enough 
to take the punch and crackle out of a yarn 
which otherwise would be pretty good. 

_ The two short etorles weren't ao hot this time. 

few short pieces by Mr. Joseph 
-''-‘on that he la the top- 
riters of today — and 

lake. Let it be noted 
"*‘e In my letters 


J. Millard? It „ . 

notoher of profesKlunn 
him only a young fellot 


Hnctly, ^and^ curtly, called down 

realize tliat he la one’ of my (avorll 


, thing more. If y 
1 PeiTl'' was a I 
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But truthfully, except for the tact that the 
■ry was terribly drawn out, and that 1 had 
skip pages at a time, and after that finding 
•self still In practically the same ilace I Ilk! 
the Issue. I suppose you’re getting used to these 
little bickerings — but Captain Futi.-rb's a new 
kind of magazine, and I'm Interested In putting 
It over. Ed Hamilton has been writing a long 
tlmo, and I'm not one to question his talent tor 
- -itlng. But darn It. I like to offer suggsationa 
rstf VP. SOffi Bt., Chicago, III 
Right you are, Pee-lot Palmer, and you 
can make all the suggestions you want to. 
I don't say that we’ll stop the old jolly 
space ship CAPTAIN FUTURE and put 
your findings in the daily chart orders, but 
you never can tell when a hot comment 
dropped into some author’s hip pocket will 
do some good. 

Hold everything, junior astrogators — “I 
have a lady, doctor.” 

AN IDEA FOR US 

By Lucille Palmer 

I've been a reader of Captain FhJTCBB since I 
don’t know when. And I wonder tf you would 
take a helpful hint. In every story the descrip- 
tions of Future and his Kuturemen are Incorpo- 
rated In the story. Why don’t you out a brief 
description of the group In a box on one of the 
front cages and print that over and over in each 
issue for newcomers to lead, and leave It out of 
the ston' proper to keep from boring the old 


eader 


n'frtinlu 


^us Captain FuruRB. 


tainly pass it along to the make-up editor 
and Edmond Hamilton. If you see it 
adopted you may sit back and help your- 


HOLEY BUT RIGHT GOOD 

By Howard tker 


zzllag s> 


e EQt a fei 


-- thsro all - — - 

oilinju lo the la£t novel. Wow, A^at a climax 1 
AbaoluUly superb, stupendous, oolossal, tnar- 
veloua sensational, and smashlns aru only some 
or the ways I'd like lo describe It. Yea Kuin- 
iltoD . , , nold on, that's not all. There's more 
oomins. I've sot two Juicy brickbats Co throw 
at you ; ready — aim — FIRE : 

In tbs novel “Quest Beyond the Stare" It wae 
diatlnctly stated tliat the vibration drive could 
not be used In the System, but when Captain 
Future was In the other world or rather future 
world he and the Cold Ones It, and quite 

often too. The next in my HIT parade Is the 
fact that when the two people came from the 
future ■world into the present, ciptsdn Future 
could not talk to them except throuah those de- 
vlcea mentioned. Yet when Captain Ihjture went 
Into the other world, without having liad the time 
to talk to Che two people, he knew the language 
PERFECTLY well enough to convince even the 
skeptlo Vostol. How comes this about? huh??'? 

One more question (not a brick-bat). In the 
front of every novel, in this case on page 17. 
there Is always a picture entitled Captain Fu- 
ture. Maybe my eyes are going bad, but If that 
Isn't Cary Grant's space brother I'll eai my hat 
. . . well? 

'Til Captain Future stops saving universes. — 
7«8 Groce 8t., OMcayo, Illinoit. 

Pertonally, I wasn’t there, Kiwi Iker, 
so I couldn't answer you offhand, but I'll 
refer your query to Hamilton and Future 
for their explanation. And you can bet 
th^’ll have one. 

For instance, I know that Future has 
perfected a spatial alphabet by which he 
[Turn page] 
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correlates and braakt down practically all 
alien tongues so that he can learn tbam 

J uicker than you can aing the Hudtet 8on& 
.B for your comment on the portrtit of 
Curt Newton, we’ve already beaten you to 
that one. A new portrait of the red-headed 
adventurer haa been made and will atare 
you out of countenance if you will turn to 
the proper page in this issue. Goodby, 
please. 
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letter calls for any special comment t . . 
me. You and Kiwi Bbey hie to the smoke- 
ring locker and have it out between your- 
selves while I get this craft back on a level 
keel. I am not voting on which of Hamil- 
ton's stories is the best of the Captain 
Future series. I got other uses for my 
Xeno jugs. 

And here’s Kiwi Ebey right now, up and 
clamoring for his trick at the space stick. 

PLANETS IN PERIL VIRILE 

By George Ebey 

For one® I’m going to leave the Fall cover 


rht tinted the Taraatan guards green, how 
ime thiture retains his BChool-girl complexion? 
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I’d love to pla your long cart back. What t 
the Idea of calling the old Serge on a word, 
anyhow? Can’t I coin a new one if I want 
to? “Eacrudescence” le the firit collar of 
foam on a Xeno highball. "Vituperation” 
is two persons doubling up on a ration card 
for gasoline in these parts. 

Now crawl back into your cage while 1 
try to head off a cyclone from Kansas. 

PREVIEW COVER 

By Larry Hensley 

Dear Sarge Saturn: 

First tiling I du when I r— 
of your mag Is look at the i 
U It and how Cjome? WeUj 

I can't And anything ui U>e 
motely connected with the C' 
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Good News for 

Piles Sufferers 

The McCleaty Clinic, 1267 Blms Hlvd., ErcelslOT 
Bpriogs, Mo„ Is putting out an up-to-the-minute 
ia2-pnc*“ book on Piles (Hemorrhoids). PUtula, re- 
lated flUments end colon disorders. Tou can have a 
copy of this book by asking for It on a postcard 
sent to the above address. No charge. It may save 
you much suffering and money. Write today for 
» FREE copy. 


;y find t 

Blnoe 
... .. -- good. 
jI the so-called 

om la.w • — by this one. 

Yours 'til Qrag and Otho ntake up— -iorry 
fleTiaely, 870* West I»th. Topeka, Xaneae. 

All right, come out of that corner whilfl 
Baggy-pantfl hand* me a rocket wrench. 
I’ve heard all I want to hear about that 
cover aituation. Here’s the answer. 

Most of the tribe of artists can t rsad 
type. So we have to draw them a word 
licture of the scene they are to paint, 
dometimes their color sense fails them. 
Sometimes the finished painting looks a 
little flat or dull. Sometimes—but what 
does it matter why? The thing is that the 
artist realiiea something is lackiiu. and 
he whittles off a small chunk of hit own 
imagination and daubs it onto the canvai 
for dramatic effect. Remember the brasa 
horns tticking out of Otho’a ihoulder 
blades? , . 

We had a knock-down and drag-out be- 
fore we could put over the idea of dehorn- 
ing the android. Every ao often something 
slips into a painting from elsewhere in the 
story or just — elsewhere. Which comes 
under the heading of symbolism. Which 
increases the old Sargc’s metabolism. 
Which is enough of an explanation for now. 
So brush the cracker crumbs out of bad 
and go to sleep. Remember, an artist uiea 
a paint brush, not a camera. 

NO WOMEN 

By James Russell Oliver 

I tliink (JF Is a pretty swell ma*a«ne. In 
fact, ! thought "Outlaws on the Moon ’ In the 
Spring. 1842, Issue was very good, The Comet 
Knira’’ was good, too, but not nearly aa good as 
Oie previous story. Personally, I don’t care much 
fnr That lyps of story, lA^t’a have more stories 
in which Captain Future lights maCerlaJ things. 

1 also read your companion mogaalnes, 
THiUI.LING WONDER STORIES and START. 
T INC. STORIES. Of those two tnagaalnes I prs- 


THiUl.lAINU wuivi-Ta. 

LINO STORIES. Of tl 
'‘^1 wou!d^*hke to put my oksy on the suggestion 
hv one of your readers to have another plan of 
the Comet. Some readers (such as myaelf) have 
Just b^n rea/llng^CF and missed the other 

'’'“And llsU>% Plelse keep women out of the story. 
Every other magazine has women In It, ao make 
CAfTATN Future different.— Bpam, La. 

Kiwi, the oid space dog simply cant con- 




eeive • univers* without women, or a 
•onable facaimiU thereof. Moreover, he 
wouldn't like to exist in such a one. Per- 
hnpa what you mean to say la — no love 
mush. Surely you don't mean “no women.’’ 
Who’a to spread jelly on your bread and 
plaster down your cow-lick when the 
preacher calls if there are no women? And 
the old Sarge wants some place to go nights 
after being corralled with your space 
monkeys all day. 

But I’ll tell Hamilton what you are fool- 
ishly asking for — an Eveless universe. 

Comes now a gal astrogator who, if she 
knew whan writing what you have just said, 
would probably have sisaled you with a 

A LAdV speaks 

By Sarah Floras 

Can a ftal pee-lot voice her thoughte of your 
swell mag! I have been a reader of Captain 
Futubb for a very long time— In fart, I read your 
vep- first Issue I didn't think It could get better, 
but every book la better. To tell the truth, T don’t 
pay any attenUon to the cover beyond looking 
for the name Caitain Futord. My only kick Is 

that it Isn’t on the newsstBiide every month 

1*00 Cherry at., Aberdeen, Wash, 

Honev chile, what you aay may not come 
under the head of criticism, but word like 
this from folks like you is what gives the 
old space dog the strength and courage t 
carry on against these wolves of space w 
cage up here in the astrogation chambei 
If I had known you were coming on this 
voyage, I'd have atirred up a cake. And 
don’t think the old Sarge can’t eling a mean 
hand in the galley. 

PRACTICALLY SPEECHLESS 

By Patricio Venuto 

Honestly. T am practically apoechle.^a. "Planst 
In Peri!" was the bast of the best. I am afrai. 
niter this great story I’ll have to atop readlm 
Captain Futube. Nothing will ever bo able ti 
compare with It. It not only held my cnmplut 
attention all the way through, with everythin) 
working out Just the way ynu wanted It to, hu 
you gave us that terrlllc ending, I read the laa 
paragraph twice and each time I got .a thrill 
It reminded me of ’This above all to thine nwi 
•elf be true. And It must follow, as the night 


If you don’t mind, what about the 
GRBEN men on the cover, and the girl’s feet 
with the hones shining through! Or didn’t I 
read correctly? ’That’s all, I Just thought I 
would mention It, “ 

’Thanks for the EXTRA nice comment? 
letter, If It's because i ant a female ast: 


[Turn pag-ej 
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Contains 20 pages of lllastratlocs show- 
ing and fully describing eierclses that 
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you gain strength In your 
[ Shnulders, Arms. Wrists. Bands 
and Fingers. 

This Is really a yalnable 
course of ezercliea, without apparat 

ANTHONY BARKER 


r on I will be quite swetUhoaded about 

9o-iong. Barge. I’ll be aeeing you at,tbe Lab 
Deimos next trip. ‘They say the swimming H 
e— ISIS Baiart Btreet, N. W., Washtapw*. 

You’re speechletg, chile? Two letters is 
.. row from gal pee-iotel The old Serge If 
the guy with the tongue-tied vocal corde. 
I'm gonna bake biscuits, too. And quoting 
Shakespeare to me, also. But you're giving 
the old Sarge the credit that goes to Author 
Hamilton. I got quite a kick out of the 
surprise ending of thie adventure of Curt 
Newton myaeir 

But see here, young lady, never you mind 
about the Jittle green men on the cover. 
Just read what I told Kiwi Hensley a 
couple of rocket jets back. 

CALLING CAPTAIN FUTURE 

By Richard HirscKfeld 

You ere about to receive the full blast of a 
proton pistol In your face ! I'm one who len’t go- 
ing to praiee you. Take a deep breath, tighten 
your belt, and look for your Jug at Xeno. You II 
Like many other C.F, fans (a^nd^I am 
He' gav6"your''Mrg!*cta8S. Here'e hoping we'li 
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•ont cover was a dlsappolntn 
y’s pleco of art. Morey ilt 

10 Is supposed to be the mai 
doesn't he make uee of Uils 
■s7 How about Curt Newt 
loeR once In a while? A 
id for making h 
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Only 10c At All Stands 



tiOM yow B«xt •rfentlfletloB novel U aa 
aa Wlftiamson’a waa. I thoroughly enioy ed It. The 
abort atorlea were a Uttle below average but 
were paaaable. I liked all of your Special Fut- 
ures. Particularly Under Obaervatlon and The 
Putureinen. — J6 WasMnglon St., HclUster, Oalil. 

Okay, Pee-lot Hlrschfeld, You practi- 
cally blew np right in the old Sarge's 
face. You asked a number of questions, 
too— pertinent questions. But as the Sarge 
doesn't know all the answers, I won’t un- 
dertake to explain. I’ll just call your letter 
to the attention of Edmond Hamilton. I’d 
like to see Otho in disguise again myself. 


GOOD COVER 

By W. J. Mason 


rht run us into somelhlng; 

V FOTORE waa good' 


Plar 


1 FfTl 


good, lipeod^Uy'-ThT Fruit of Pmliullce", 
cause It didn’t happen on Mars or Venus, for a 
change, — Franklin, N, <7. 

Ho-hum I Already tired of our 
neighboring planets, are you, pee-lot? 
Why, we haven’t finished exploring Earth 
yet, much less making a dent in the topog- 
raphy of Mara and Venus, I see m the 
news lately that a Chinese scholar comes 
forward to claim that there is a real Shan- 

E i La hidden in Tibet about which James 
ilton wrote ao vividly in “Lost Hori- 
sons." But let it lay. We’ll try not to be 
[Turn page] 
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TEOR, by Pansy Black. 
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LIKES 7HE FEATURES 

By Jamet Rusiell Oliver 

Dear Sergaant; 

Here cuinea another meaaan from the pariah 
state, I have flnlahed reatllng the Fall, I9t», 
Issue and liked the story, PL.ANBT8 IN raRIL. 
I Uilnk, however, that the spring laaue, featuring 
OUTUAWa OF THE MOON was a better story. 

1 like all the features and would like for you to 
keep tlieii) all. Espeelaly (reayd are WORU^S OP 
TOMORROW and UNDER OBSERVATION. The 
serial was good, also, to my way of thinking. 

Well, Sarge. I guess I’ve spouted enou^ for 
this time. Happy Xeno drinking to you and 
good-luek. We're rooting for making a bi- 
monthly If not a monthly magaalne out of 
Captain Future. — Eoan , t-o, 

Them’i kind worde, Pee-lot Oliver. 
You’d better take a trick at the control!, 
for you're certainly rocketing with gai, and 
I don’t mean hot air. 

But I can’t wind up thit month’s depart- 
ment on a completely Joyous note. (You 
little ogres wouldn’t sleep tonight.) So, 
we’ll have another snipe-ahot at the cover 
before I reach for the aspirin demijohn. 

COVER AGAIN 

By Dick Goranflo 
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rt a»e Ccfld Onei. 

ISS 
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nerve to write to the great SerceaSt tjefo',-. 

u'drtV^?,'’h^J “ Pint. oTpTtonC'^Ia ‘ 

M?ht SS-.I!: rS^z'i^Si 

I '®«’ «>re tha7f never 
tea straf f f ’ “Vii®*® H«'ro*lton cracks under 

Su^*a'tudvina^hA®H‘’,°^ “VI ‘'’® 

Si^ ^ the recorder he had 

c5n th^at the^‘d[d“ofVov?on7mfl’e 7"^' 


the 


Captain Future iii a novel Involving 

Future vowed fhot ee~» e-_ ho woliid 
and St., 


Captain Future vowed 

* a there. How’s £' 
outsuirte, Jrentuc7;| 


Ooohh! If you had only stopped on the 
cover, kmil I can explain that. In fact, 
1 already have generalized on covers in 
tms very department. As for the itate- 
“ j”o*- Pa»* between Curt Newton 

and Simon the Brain, the old Sarge ie not 
reeponeible, and I don’t have to answer. I 
thinlt,^ however, that you are taking the 
Brains statement too literally. He v 
■peaking in general terms for emphasis. 

Anyway, you’re mistaken if you think I 
«nt find the answer in my Xeno jug. I 
find all sorts of strange thinge there. Ae 
well as Under Observation. 

Oood-by, please, until next issue. And, 
while waiting, space kiwis, buy War Bonds 
}° ®“'* 0^ the FU- 

lUKE — and in order to learn about many 
® helping the war effort, listen 

*0 The Army Hour,” from 3:30 to 4:30 
S^m’’ War Time, over the nation- 

wide NBC network, every Sunday after- 
noon for the duration. Be seeing you I 
—SERGEANT SATURN, 

TAe Old Space Dog. 
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CAPTAIN ffLTURE 

A Forecast for Next Issue 


for another Cap. 
tain Future adventw* 
has been stirred Up md 
is ready to go Into the 
type oven, wanttolieli 
the spoon? Want to get ■ 
a taste of what U tp 
come? 

Okay, hers it is. 
Remember the inter* 
esting space men pM 
met in QUEST BS. 
YOND THE STARS, 
when Captain Future and the Futureinen 
made that epic trip out to the SaflttarUn 
System Iri search ot the Birthplace of Mat* 
ter? Whether you do or whether you hap* 
pen to be ajohnny-come-lately, in his neat 
adventure Captain Future haa to maka an- 
other trip back to thia remote region to 
lock in mortal combat with a deadly antity 
from another dimension In order to save, 
not Just a ainfle atar ayttera, but In ofdar 
to aave poatlbly the entire universe. 

Gorma Haas Is tbs chap from the eatre- 
dimension who cooks up this psrilous vil- 
lainy, marching from world to world with 
his invlncibU army of Sverdt and hla con- 
quered stavea of each taken planet. 

Meet the Sverds 

TheSvesda? Ah. yea, the Sverdi. Theas 
strange creaturts, half in a^ half out of 
another dimsnaion, make the Pntureniin 
look like prolate eltltena of a workaday 
world to tha moat nnaophlaticated eye. 
Conceive of a nine- or ten-foot giant in 
en-gray, aeml-tranaparent atructur* in 
...» form of a crude statue of Anublh the 
dog-headed god of ancient Egypt. <^m- 
turea almost cryetallina in form, tsiigiDM 
yet intangible, armed with weird weapone 
which men cannot combat. 

There you have a rough Idas of what the 
Sverds are like. The cover will pive you a , 

graphic picture of them. 

Curt Newton and hla intrepid little band 
voyage to Sagittarius and join foreea wim 
their old friends and proesad to lock korni 
with the deadly menace. No, I m not go- 
ing to outline the amaslng thlnga that ka- 
fall Captain Future, but I will tell yon that 
he finally has to invade Oorma Haas hems , 
territory in order to solve the awful mys- 
tery and gain ths knowledge tnd strength 
wherewith to fight this moral enemy M 
all the descendsnU of the hardy nlonasri 
from DenvV-ln short, all mankind. 

And youTt due for a big surprise WW - 
you learn the aeerst of the Svergl. aRw ^ 



■ / 

because you won’t 

.3 another one of thoae little 
e handed to you now and then 
^ pay-off in PLANETS ^IN 
a you will not be diaappointed 
en Captain Future works out 

, , »■ TO COME. 

'tKiW/Uk your calendar for the next Issue 
WOtTrAIN FUTURE, and find out the 
' fB**^*** problems in WORLDS 

to WORLDS TO COME, 
4 MII Inwi, there will also be brand new 
■hort atones of science-fiction which will 
• Niket you to the stars! 

ilsyN want to see other stars which are 
' I u the firmament or are down in the 
re4 take up the matter with Sergeant 
n la ttie proper department, and I 
the old space dog will accommodate 

t Issue, then, and full accelera- 

ffpat/ally yours, 

—THE EDITOR. 
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U j/john Carstairs, Curator of Inter- 
planetary Gardens, Plunges Into 
Scientific Spatial Battle 
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